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FOREWORD 

To undertake and to 
complete a task in con- 
junction with a band of 
united workers is to enjoy 
one of life’s greatest privi- 
leges. In erecting this mile- 
stone that marks the divid- 
ing of the ways for the 
Class of 1918, we have 
come to a better acquain- 
tance with our classmates. 
It is in gratitude for these 
blessings that we offer this 
volume in the hope that, 
with the passing years, 
these pages may restore 
the pleasant memories of 
youth. 
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TO 

FORMER STUDENTS OF THE TAUNTON HIGH SCHOOL 
NOW IN THE 

SERVICE OF THEIR COUNTRY 
AS A 

TESTIMONIAL TO THEIR LOYALTY 
WE DEDICATE 
OUR JOURNAL 




TO OTLJR MEM 

M. A. MORTON 

You have seen our troops in khaki 
Marching forth in measured line. 

They were tramping, tramping forward, 

All their d ust-hrown length a sign. 

They have gone to fight for hearths and homes, 
For yours and mine. 

You have seen our merry sailors. 

They were marching to the sea, 

Where the cutter plows the creamy foam; 

They have gone to make us free. 

They are struggling for the race of man — 
For you and me. 

You have seen them, we have seen them, 
We must think of what they do. 

We must gladly share the struggle, 

When it ceases to be new; 

To our men who suffer all things— 

We’ll be true. 


Henry HtUts Sturgis. *14 
JJriuate in infantry 
(Camp iix, Mrigljtatonm, Ntm irrsnj 
lirii Jffrhrnary 5, 101B 






Jonannal 




CAPTAIN FRANCIS CONATY CAPTAIN F. A. IRVING 



1ST LIEUT. L. H. COUGHLIN 




ENSIGN J. R. GILLON 1ST LIEUT. S. B. GOODRICH 
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1ST LIEUT. E. G. HOPKINS 1ST LIEUT. E. POTTER 



1ST LIEUT. J. D. ROBERTSON 




1ST LIEUT. W. K. TURNER ENSIGN E. F. WALDRON 
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*S©rvie@ Roll off Tatanton Might School 

COMPILED BY 

LESLIE B. GOFF 
HAROLD A. DICKERMAN 
MARION ATWOOD 


Commissioned Officers 


Clarence Edward Burt ’04 Captain Surgeon U. S. A. Med. 

183 Inf. Brigade, Camp Grant, 111. Corps 

Alfred L. Baylies 13 Captain of Cavalry 

Am. Ex. Forces 


Frederick A. Irving 13 
Am. Ex. Forces 

Edwin G. Hopkins '94 

Am. Ex. Forces He has received 

Leo H. Coughlin ’05 
24th Co. Am. Ex. Forces 

William K. Turner ’05 
Base Hospital, Camp Devens, 

Erford M. Potter ’06 
Co. A. Am. Ex. Forces 

Stanley P. Hall ’06 
Pelham Bay, New York City 

Francis S. Conaty ’07 
Battery E, Camp Wadsworth 


Captain in Co. A. 15th Machine 
Gun Bat. 

1st Lieut, in the 101st Inf. 
the “Croix de Guerre.” 

1st Lieut, in the Coast Art. Corps 
Entered service Aug. 6, 1917 


1st Lieut, in U. S. Med. Corps 
Ayer, Mass. Entered service Aug. 1917 


1st Lieut, in the 1st U. S. Engrs. 
Entered service May 1917 

Ensign in the U. S. Nav. Res. 
Forces 

Captain in the 3rd Field Art. 
Spartanburg, S. C. Entered service 1917 


*(NOTE— This is, so far as w 
We ask your forbearance in case of 


know, the only list of Taunton High School graduates in the service, 
rror or omission which, for obvious reasons, is unavoidable. — L. B. G. 
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Harold W. Shedd ’07 1st Lieut, in Dental Res. Corps 

Washington Square, Newtonville, Mass. Not yet called. 

Edward F. Waldron ’ll Ensign in the U. S. Nav. Res. 

11 Garfield Ave.,New London, Conn. Forces 

Entered service May 1, 1917 

Martin J. Connolly T2 Ensign in IJ. S. Navy 

J. Douglas Robertson T2 1st Lieut, of Ordnance 

Care of Chief of Ordnance Am. Ex. Forces Entered service May 1, 1917 

Harold F. O’Donnell ’12 1st Lieut, in Coast Art. Corps 

Fort Banks, Boston, Mass. 


John J . McNamara T2 1st Lieut, in Army Med. Corps 

Now stationed at R.I. Hospital, Prov. R. I. Entered service Mar 20, T8 


Sheldon B. Goodrich T3 
Co. K. Camp Dix, New Jersey 

Irving R. Hardy ’13 

Francis A. Moran ’14 
Fort Leavenworth, Kansas 

James R. Gillon '15 
Pensacola, Florida 

Dr. Charles J. C. Gillon ’07 
Naval Hospital, Newport, R. I. 

Willis K. Hodgman ’07 
24th Boston Co. 

Abram B. Pierce ’07 
Am. Ex. Forces 


1st Lieut, in 310th Inf. 
Entered service May 15, 1917 


1st Lieut. 


Ensign in Naval Aviation 
Entered service 1917 

Jr. Lieut. Assistant Surgeon 


2d Lieut, in the Coast Art. Corps 
Entered service Aug. 6, 1917 

2d Lieut, in Q. M. C. 

Entered service 1917 
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1st Lieut, in Dental Corps 
Not yet assigned 



Jotuinaafl 



Clyde G. Mackenzie ’10 

Now stationed at Houston, Texas 


2d Lieut, in 19th Aero Squad. 
Entered service July 2, 1917 


William R. Irving 'll 2 d Lieut, in U. S. Inf. 

oOlst Regiment Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. Entered service Aug. 15, 17 


Palmer C. Williams T3 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 


2d Lieut, in the 301st Inf. 


Walter B. Boewe T4 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

Clinton Cole 16 
Fort Oglethorpe, Georgia 


2d Lieut, in Infantry 

2d Lieut, in the U. S. Art. 
Entered service June 1917 


Sergeants 

Harry A. Burt ’05 
3d Co. Am. Ex. Forces 


and Corporals 

Sergt. in the 101st 
Train 


Ammunition 


Abbott H. Thayer ’05 
Supply Co. Quartermaster Corps 


Entered service July 15, 1917 

1st Sergt. in the 302d Art. 

P. O. 728. A. F. F. Entered Service 
Sept. 1, 1917 


Howard H. Bassett ’07 

Co. F. 33d Division Am. Ex. Forces 


Sergt. in 108th Engrs. 1st 111. 


Arthur E. Willis ’09 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

Edwin R. McCormick ’07 
7th Bat. ,Camp Upton, N. J. 

Wm. Kenneth Mitchell 10 
Am. Ex. Forces 

Karl P. Jones 12 
Am. Ex. Forces 


Sergt. in the 317th Field Sig. Bat. 
Entered service June 5, 1917 

Sergt. in 28th Co. 152 Depot 
Brigade 

Sergt. in Co. E. 14th Engrs. (Rail- 
way) Entered service June 4, 17 

Sergt. in 18th Co. R. I. Coast Art. 
Entered service July, 1917 







Joursnal 


John D. Anthony 15 
3d Co. Am. Ex. Forces 


Walter F. Raymond 15 
Now waiting for commission as 2d 
Lieut. 

George W. Cahoon ’06 
2d Battery R. O. T. C. 

Leland D. Wood ’06 
Fort Monroe, Va. 


Sergt. in the 101st Ammunition 
Train 

Entered .service July 15, 1917 

1st Sergt. in U. S. Marine Corps 
Paris Island S. C. Entered service 
April 14, 1917 

Corporal in Artillery 
Camp Lee, Va. 

Corporal in Infantry 
Entered service Jan. 2, 1918 


Edgar J. Berthiaume ’08 Corp. and Clerk in Co. F. 

302d Inf. Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 


Roy Francis Walker 11 
Am. Ex. Forces 

Joseph W. Strout 13 
Battery C. Am. Ex. Forces 

Rolf C. Syvertsen 13 

Co. B. Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 


Corporal in 57th Coast Squad. 
Aero Service 

Corporal in 103d Field Art. 
Entered service May, 1917 

Corporal in 301st Sig. Bat. 
Entered service May 12, 1917 


Ppivates — Hospital Attendants — Engineers 


Chester P. Henry ’05 Private in Q. M. M. R. S. 

Co. B. Q. M. M. R. S. Unit 305 Entered service Mar. 1, 1918 
El Paso, Texas 

Harold R. Murdock ’08 Private in Engr. Corps 

Chemistry Dept. Washington, D. C. 

Ward E. Wetherell 14 Private in C. M. C. 

9th Receiving Co. 9 Sec., 4 Big. 2 Camp Joseph Johnson 
Jacksonville, Florida Entered service Aug. 6, 1917 
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Joiariaal 


Weston A. Clapp 10 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

John E. Welch 10 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

William R. Smith 11 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

Howard Presbrey 13 

Co. F. ,Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

John P. McCarthy 14 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 

John A. Owens ’03 
Camp Devens, Ayer, Mass. 


Private in 302d Inf. 

Entered service Sept. 21, 1917 

Private in 302d Inf. 

Entered service Sept. 21, 1917 

Private in 302d Inf. 

Entered service Oct. 4, 1917 

Private in 302d Inf. 

Entered service May 1, 1916 

Private in 302d Inf. 

Entered service Oct. 5, 1917 

K. of C. Sec. 


Seamen 

Edward Toomey ’08 2d Class Seaman in U. S. N. R. F. 

Federal Rendezvous 52d St. Brooklyn. Entered service Mar. 15, 1918 


Edward C. Daley 10 
Submarine Chaser Base, State Pier, 

James Bicknell Lockhart 13 
1st Naval District, Newport, R. I. 

John Stuart Mather 14 
Naval Hospital .Newport, R. I. 

Lothrop E. Walker 14 


1st Class Seaman U. S. N. R. F. 
New London, Conn. 

Commissary Dept. 

Entered service June, 1917 

Seaman in Navy 

Entered service July 28, 1917 

3d Class Pharmacist’s Mate in 
Naval Med. Corps, Fairhaven 
Mass. 


Ralph E. Bailey 12 Prison Relief Work 

Switzerland 


Philip Cohen 15 

Bumpkin Island, Boston, Mass. 


2d Class Seaman U. S. N. R. F. 
Entered service Dec. 13, 1917 


NAVAL FORCES 
Yeoman 

Russell E. Waitt ’08 3d Class Yeoman 

330 City Nat. Bank Bldg. Omaha, Neb. Entered service April 26, 1918 

Philip F. Hyland 12 1st Class Yeoman U. S. N. R. F. 

Newport Y. M. C. A., Newport, R. I. Entered service Nov. 5, 1917 

Edward C. Burns ’13 Yeoman in U. S. N. 

Boston Navy- Yard, Office of Chaplain Entered service Nov. 5, 1917 


Norman B. Neff 13 
Newport, R. I. 


Yeoman in U. S. N. R. F. 
Entered service Nov. 5, 1917 


Charles Basil Dunbar 14 Yeoman in U. S. Navy 

Nantucket, Mass. Entered service May 12, 1917 
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Milburn Kusterer 15 
Armed Draft Detail, 


Gun Pointer in U. S. Navy 
Entered service April 1917 


N. Y. Navy Yard, New York, N. Y. 


' U. S. Navy 

U. S. N. R. F. 

Not called 

U. S. N. R. F. 

Not called 

Athletic Director in Navy 


Joseph C. Roster 15 
Albert P. Scheffer 14 

Mason S. Noyes 15 

Arthur C. Woodward ’02 
Naval Training Camp, Puget Sound, Wash . \ Entered service Nov. 4, 17 
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THE JOTOMAL STAFF 


Editorial 


1918 

M i&TAu-dfiet 

C. STUART ROBERTSON 


JEmtor^r 
EDWIN E. PIERCE 


^Mfargr 

EDITH CULVER 
HAROLD P. STANLEY 


MARJORY A. MORTON 
LESLIE B. GOFF 


,5^-rt ^uHilieisr 
JANET BRIGGS 

lEMijair 
BLAKE DEAN 

fatmimiant T&nmxntmm 

MURIEL BAKER 



|E arc justly proud of our service roll. These names spell 
glory to the school. But let us who were born too late for 
this particular honor remember that we, too, may be of 
patriotic service. At the close of our tumultuous senior 
year, wc have come to the time when we must decide to what advantage 
we shall put the long summer days of our vacation. Previous summers 
we could choose freely between work and play but Good Friday, April 
the sixth, 1917, changed all this. War set aside the toys of youth and 
forced us to take the sterner tools of our volunteering brothers. Some 
of the class may enlist but a large majority desire to study further. 


Isn’t it the privilege and duty of this majority to present these 
vacation months to their country? Let them knit, conserve, and earn 
and save for liberty, bonds. There is a home job for everybody. Two 
paths, however, are definitely open to young students: one leading to 
the ship-yards; the other, to the farms. 

Ships, ships, ships, as quickly and well built as American energy 
can build them, are needed to defeat the German submarine and trans- 
port safely our vast sacrifices in men and supplies. The shipyards, 
swarming with feverish workers until they have become bee-hives of 
industry, offer varied positions for trained and untrained workers. Any 
able bodied student will find work suiting his taste and experience, 
ranging from clerical work in the stock-keeping departments to heavy 
outdoor work among the carpenters. America has pledged ships and 
requires every possible worker to boost the production. A student, 
devoting his summer to this work helps some brother to arrive in France, 
and what is life worth if the war isn’t won? 

Food! How commonplace that word seems! We, always having 
plenty, have forgotten just what food means to some fighting comrade. 
Imagine — if possible — that you are in a front line trench half-filled with 
vermin-infested mud. Your feet have become so swollen that they 
have burst your heavy trench boot. You have had nothing to eat 
since dawn, and the supply trucks have just come back with the word 
that no food has arrived. That is a possible state of affairs if we fail to 
produce more than our usual crop, for those of France and Italy have 
been reduced by over one-half. We are already hampered because 


20 


21 




thousands of farm hands are under arms. Our amateur schemes of 
backyard onion-beds help, to be sure, but the real food supply will be 
produced under experienced farmers. The stripped farms have but one 
hope: they look to the school boy. Are you going to ignore America’s 
appeal? 

And now as taps sound for the class 1918, let us go forth to advance 
our country’s ideals remembering that it is the little more than the 
average that marks the difference between failure and success. “Who- 
soever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with him twain.” Following 
this maxim, let us do a little more than we have to do, save a little more 
than we need to save, and thus come to the broad highway that is 
open to followers of' that second mile. 
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Fa&eialtF 





FRED U. WARD 
Bowdoin College 
Principal 1910 


CHARLES A. HATHAWAY 
Tufts 

Science 1893 


PEARL B. GRANT 
Brown University 
History, French 1901 
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A. BELLE YOUNG 
Elmira Business College 
Stenography 1911 


AUGUSTA E. STEWART 
B. C. Business College 
Commercial 1912 


HELEN G. GILMAN 
Boston University 
French, English 1907 


FREDERIC T. FARNSWORTH 
Tufts 

German, French 1909 


FLORENCE H. STONE 
Wellesley 
English 1899 


ROSE G. DUNN RAYMOND P. WALKER 

Smith College Mass. Agricultural College 

English 1913 Science 1914 


F. ARTHUR WALKER 
University of Michigan 
Mathematics 1884 


FRANCES R. FOSTER 
Mt. Holyoke College 
Latin 1911 







Faculty 



ELSIE A. SALTHOUSE 
Wellesley 
French 1915 



RUTH CRANKSHAW 
Mt. Holyoke College 
English History 1915 



EUNICE H. HOMER 
Framingham Normal 
Domestic Science 1915 





FLORENCE M. HUNT 
Bates College 
Mathematics 1915 



LAWRENCE W. WILBUR 
Salem Normal 
Commercial 1915 



Faosllj 



FRANKLIN P. HAWKES 
Amherst 
History 1917 


MAYDELL MURPHY 
Wellesley 
English 1916 
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HERBERT H. RIDDELL 
Bay Path Institute 
Commercial 1917 



GLADYS M. WILBUR 
Tufts 

Mathematics 1916 


-v 

,, 


PI 

GRACE C. WELLS 


ANNE WILLIAMS 
Wellesley 1917 

Smith 


Mathematics, Latin 19E 

Latin 1917 


i , • 




LOUISE R. WHITCOMB 
Simmons 

Household Economics 1917 
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Facnalfty’ 


THE, CLASSES 



JESSIE AVERILL 
Wellesley 
Mathematics 1917 



EDITH M. WILLIAMS 
Drawing 



FREDERICK HOWES 
Music 



NORRIS O. DAN FORTH 
Cadets 


CLASS OF 1918 
ELECTED IN 1914 


President 

HAROLD DICKERMAN 


Vice President 
DORIS BIRTWELL 


Secretary Treasurer 

EDITH CULVER JOSEPH CASELLA 

Class of 1919 elected in 1915 


President 

THATCHER PARDY 

Secretary 
HELEN HUBBARD 


President 

THATCHER PARDY 

Secretary 
HELEN HUBBARD 


President 

WILLIAM HODGES 

Secretary 
RUTH GAMMONS 


Vice President 
RACHEL HALL 

Treasurer 
WILLIAM HODGES 


elected in 1916 

Vice President 
ALICE GREGG 

Treasurer 

WILLIAM BENNETT 
elected in 1917 

Vice President 
HELEN HUBBARD 

Treasurer 
EARL MADER 


Class of 1920 elected in 1916 
President Vice President 

GRENVILLE CLAPP J. KENNARD SHEPPARD 

Treasurer 
ALLAN WALKER 


Secretary 

REGINA CAVANAUGH 


Class of 1921 not yet elected 
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T© tike Old Sclbool 

MARJORIE A. MORTON 

We liked your many windows 

And your high-built, looming walls; 
We liked to linger, chatting 

In your sunny, winding halls. 

And every careless corner 

That rang with laughter gay, 

Was full of memories of the past 
And dreams of yesterday. 

Within your friendly shelter, 

And beneath your arches high, 

The racing years of restless time 
Have hurried breathless by; 

Till the groups of happy students 
That flitted to and fro 
Were the children of the pupils 
Who loved you long ago. 

And now you’re ripped and ruined, — 
Gone! But to the very last 
Your memory will awake for us 
The voices of the past. 
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BY MARJORY A. MORTON 

I he last brief hours are fleeting, 

And through dreams of coming years 
We look back upon our school-days — 
All our petty hopes and fears. 

Here for merry hours we’ve lingered 
Through the happy, heedless days, 
Till we’re coming up Life’s high-road 
To the parting of the ways. 

There s gladness in the footstep, 
Glinting laughter in the eye, 

But the dawn of life is over, 

And the toil of life is nigh. 

All our dreams are yet before us — 
But our school-days are a part 
Of the life that lingers verdant 
In the mem’ries of the heart. 

The last brief hours are fleeting, 

And these sunny June-tide days 
We are moving up Life’s high-road 
To the parting of the ways. 

We’ve the boundless world before us, 
And a work that must be done. 

Let us on, with trust and courage 
Till the race of life is won. 
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£><&Tni®r Portfolio 1918 

REUBEN ARKANASE “Rubie.” 

“It very seldom happens to a. man that his 
business is his pleasure.” 

Taunton looked so good to “Rubie” 
that he came to us from the Eastern Dis- 
trict High, Brooklyn, N. Y. After spend- 
ing four years in the Commercial Course 
he intends to go to Boston University. 


J cmriaal 

JANET RUTH BASSETT “Boots.” 

“Our character is our will, for what we 
will we are.” 

“Boots” joined our forces from Weir 
Grammar. Having successfully completed 
the Commercial Course she will endeavor 
to show some business house just how 
valuable a bookkeeper can be. 


MARION ATWOOD “Fuggy.” 

“She is not yet so old but she may learn.” 

With a smile that refuses to come off, 

Puggy has enjoyed every hour she has 
spent in the General Course. Besides 
doing much social work she has played a 
prominent part in our school -activities. 

Wasn’t she a fine “Lucy” in our Class 
Play? 

Kappa Phi Delta Class Play “Lucy. 

Waitress at Football Banquet. Member A. A. 

Football Banner Committee. Ass’t Compiler of “Journal.” 

Basket-ball. 

MURIEL G. BAKER. 

“A lovely girl is above all rank.” 

Muriel’s social activities have filled her 
time ever since she left old Cohannet, but 
between parties she has enlivened us with 
her merry laugh. The General Course has 
claimed her in preparation for Dr. Sar- 
gent’s School. 



President Kappa Phi Delta. Class Play Committee 

Waitress at Football Banquet Basket ball. 

Novelty Committee. Member A. A. 

Assistant Business Manager “Journal.” 
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ANNIE L. BERMAN “Vamp.” 
“Beauty is its own excuse for being.” 

One of the leaders in the Commercial 
Course, Annie has combined school work 
with pleasure. 

Basket-ball Member A. A. 

Cum laude. 


DORIS EVELYN BIRTWELL “Birty.” 


“I look like an angel — but!” 


“Dot,” our vice-president, came dancing 
in from Bay Street with the intention of 
having one good time and keeping us 
amused. After four years of hard work 
she has surprised herself with an honor. 
Dot’s ability as an actress is unquestioned 
and we shall never forget Mrs. Malaprop 
in “The Rivals.” Her next part is to be 
cast at Wellesley. 

Cum laude. 

Mrs. Malaprop Class Play. 

Waitress Football Banquet. 

Basket-ball. 


Kappa Phi Delta. 
Banner-Pin Committee. 
Member A. A. 

Class Vice President. 
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Journal 



HELEN NORINE BOYD 
"Just Helen.” 

"Character is the diamond that scratches 
every other stone.” 

Helen, a graduate of Cohannet, has 
quietly pursued her studies in the General 
Course. She intends to heap honor on our 
class by serving her country as a yoe- 
woman in the navy. 

Member A. A. 


CATHERINE E. BOYLAN. 

"In all her words and ways she seems 
much older than she is in truth.” 

Catherine is another member of the 
delegation from Cohannet. She took the 
Commercial Course and has for some 
weeks been comfortably established in the 
routine of the Bay State Street Railway 
office. 




ELIZABETH E. BRADY "Lee.” 

"With countenance demure and modest 
grace.” 

The East Taunton car brings us one of 
our jolliest classmates. She has taken the 
General Course in preparation for the 
Carney Training School for nurses. 


Jouanr&ml 


JANET BRIGGS "Johnny.” 

“Her very frowns are fairer far 

Than smiles of other maidens are.” 

Our class artist hails from Cohannet. 
When not recording Kappa Phi Delta 
“meets” she has blushed her way through 
the General Course as a preamble to some 
art school. 



Kappa Phi Delta (Secretary) Waitress at Football Banquet 

Art Editor “Journal.” Semi-chorus. 

Basket-ball. Member A. A. 

Banner Committee. 



NATALIE BRIGGS "Nat.” 

“But to see her was to love her, 

Love but her, and love forever.” 

Nat blew in with the rest of Cohannet’s 
fair sex to help us forget our troubles. One 
of the most popular of the girls she has had 
a finger in almost every successful enter- 
prise the class has undertaken. “Nat” has 
dabbled in the General Course and is going 
to some art school. 


Kappa Phi Delta 
Basket-ball . 


Waitress at Football Banquet 
Member A. A. 

Banner Committee 


ETHEL ANN BURKE "Eth.” 

"Happy art thou as if every day thou 
hadst picked up a horseshoe.” 

Another commuter is "Eth.” Having 
diligently plowed through the College 
Course she will enter Bridgewater Normal 
in the fall. 









“Journal ’’Committee. 
Corp. ’16. 

Serg. ’17. 


EVERET FRANCIS BURKE “Burkie.” 
“He knew it was not healthy to be good.’ 

“Ev,” the successful captain of Company 
A, has bluffed through the College Course. 
As yet he has not decided what faculty to 
turn to the best advantage. 


1st Lieut. Co. A. 
Capt. Co. A ’18. 


Journal 


MARION RUTH CAHILL. 

“The mildest manners and the gentlest 
heart.” 

Marion comes from the Weir and is to 
complete her studies at Bridgewater Nor- 
mal after successfully passing our General 
Course. 



HELEN M. BURT. 

“Her voice was ever soft, gentle and low, — 
an excellent thing in a woman.” 

Helen is another industrious private in 
the Commercial ranks. We expect much 
from her when she enters the business 
world. 



NORMA R. CADY “Toog.” 



“A girl she seems to be of cheerful yester- 
days and confident to-morrows.” 

With the happy faculty of never forget- 
ting what she remembers, “Toogie” arrives 
at nine and nine tenths minutes past eight. 
Coming here with the rest of the Cohannet 
group she has been an active member of 
our class. Her next party will be staged 
at Washington, D. C. where she will enter 
the Departmental branch of the Civil 
Service. 


School Council ’19. Kappa Phi Delta. 

Basket-ball. Waitress Foot-ball Banquet 

Short-story writer in The Traveler contest. 


HELEN R. CAMPBELL. 


“Then laugh and you’ll grow fat.” 

Helen came giggling in from Wareham 
High School during the second year. 
Since then she has studied all subjects in 
the Commercial Course, being especially 
famous for her great skill in typewriting. 
She expects to attend some business school 
in Framingham. 


ALICE C. CARNEY “Budge.” 


“Of whom nothing could be said too good.” 

“Budge,” one of our class comedians, 
was ushered in by the Weir Grammar. 
As a general mirth promotor she is un- 
surpassed. Having completed the college 
•course she will entertain Bridgewater Nor- 
mal for a few years. 


Member A. A. 
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Jousna^l 


Jotsrmal 

HARRY J. COOPERSTEIN “Coopy.” 



JOSEPH N. CASELLA “Joe.” 

“A voice not likely to be forgotten.” 

“His mind his kingdom, 

His will his law.” 

E9 


“Joe” from Cohannet is another cham- 

This kinky-headed lawyer from Bay is 



pion of the Commercial Course who has 
persuaded the teachers to let him work 

passing via the College Course to Har- 
vard. We are glad to send out so diligent 

", #l| 

hL # i - 

until graduation. He is more often 

a .representative. 



“checked for silence than taxed for speech.” 

Member A. A. Cum laude. 

- 1™ 


Class Treasurer. 
Cum laude. 


Debating Team T7 & T8. 
Sir Lucius O’Trigger in 
Class Play T7. 


1st Sergeant Co. M. 


LORTNE E. CLARK “Dutchy.” 

“You came late, yet you came.” 

“Dutchy” decided our school was so far 
superior to that of Framingham that she 
recently joined our Commercial ranks. 
At F. H. S. Ass’t Mgr. School Paper. 




MAE H. COTTER. 

“To a young heart everything is fun.” 

Endowed with much poetical ability 
Mae came to us from the Weir. The 
Commercial Course absorbs her time. 



JAMES F. CLEARY “Jim.” 

“He above the rest in shape and gesture 
Proudly eminent, stood like a tower.” 

Cohannet gives us another, “Jim.” 
When not busy “Feeding the hungry and 
giving drink to the thirsty” he has busied 
himself with the studies of the Commercial 
Course. 


SADIE E. COWEN 

“Thy modesty’s a candle to thy merit.” 

Sadie, one of the more modest members 
of our class, has completed the Commercial 
Course after great perseverance. She’s 
a graduate of Cohannet. 
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CATHERINE CROWELL “KAT,” “K.” 

‘‘On her cheek blushes the richness of an 
autumn day.” 

“Kat” blew in from Cohannet. Since 
then she has studied both the General and 
Commercial Courses. Next, year she goes 
to the Physical Culture School. 


Member A. A. 

Banner Com. Brockton Game T7. Kappa Phi Delta. 

Head Waitress Football Banquet 15. Waitress Alumni Banquet 16. 
Forward in Basketball 1916. Distributer of programs at Class Play. 

ELLA MAY CROWINSHIELD. 

“Crown.” 

“I’ll try my fortune with the rest.” 

The Weir Grammar presented us with 
this member of our class. For four years 
she has successfully chased up the General 
and Commercial Courses, and is now 
found eligible for admission to the Massa- 
chusetts College of Pharmacy. 




HILDA ELIZABETH CUSHMAN 
“Betty” 

“A brighter smile you never saw.” 

“Betty” received the rudiments in the 
art of learning at the Weir Grammar. In 
High School she has taken up the General 
Course. 

Member of A. A. 




EDITH ALICIA DAVIS “Lish” 

“Eyes full of laughter.” 

“Lish” attended the Immaculate Con- 
ception School. In High School she got 
all she could out of the General Course. 
Next year she plans to study at the Boston 
School of Physical Education. 

Member of A. A. Captain Basketball T6 



EDITH CULVER “Edic.” 

“She moves a goddess and she looks a 
queen.” 

A good fairy hovered about “Edie” when 
she came from Cohannet and never 
deserted her when she slipped through the 
General and College Courses with the 
smallest amount of studying allowable. 
We all wish her success at more laurel- 
winning in Radcliffe. 


ALTA RAMONA DEAN “Chic” 
“Sweet girl graduate in her golden hair.” 

After emerging from the protecting 
wing of Cohannet, “Chic” made her debut 
at Taunton High. Upon her tiny shoulders 
she has wwn all the troubles of the College 
Course. 


Class Secretary. 

Class Pin Committee. 

“Lydia Languish” in “The Rivals.” 
Magna cum laude. 

Associate Editor 


School Council T5. 

Waitress Football Banquet’15 
Vice-President Kappa Phi 
Delta, 
of Journal. 


Kappa Phi Delta 
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S. BLAKE DEAN “Deanic.” 

“He was tall but exceedingly lank and his 
whole frame most loosely hung together.” 

“Deanie”, a donation of the Winthrop 
School, we have all had to look up to as he 
glided gracefully thru the Technical Course. 
Next year he plans to enter Boston Uni- 
versity. 

First Lieutenant T. H. S. C. 

' Assistant Business Manager of Journal 


MIRIAM DEAN “Mim” “Deanie” 

“A maiden modest and yet self-possessed.” 

“Mim” came to T. H. S. from Cohannet. 
During her sojourn here she has pursued 
both the General and Commercial Courses. 
Next year she will don a dainty apron and 
cap at the Children’s Hospital in Boston. 



Waitress at Football Banquet ’15. 

Waitress at Alumni Banquet T6. 

Member of A. A. 


Basket-ball. 
Kappa Phi Delta. 



HAROLD ALBERT DICKERMAN. 
“Dick.” 

“He feels the majesty of his great position.” 

“Dick” was passed on to us by Cohannet 
to be our respected president during our 
term at T. H. S. Having withstood the 
terrible onslaught of the Technical Course 
here, he hopes to be equally successful at 
Dartmouth next fall. 


Class President. 

Corp. T. H. S. C. T7 
Serg. T. H. S. p. ’17. 

Football banquet Committee. 
Captain Co. A. T. H. S. C. T8 
Football T6 
Member A. A. 


Associate Editor Stylus T4. 

Major T. H. S. C. ’18 
Finance Com. T. H. S. C. ‘16, T7. 
Military Editor of Journal. 
Business Manager Class Play 
Sir Anthony Absolute in “The 
Rivals.” 
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WILLIAM W. DOHERTY “Shrimp.” 

“He has a horror of girls.” 

“Shrimp” escaped from Bay Street with 
a diploma in 1914 and has madly pursued 
the Commercial Course ever since. 


JENNIE F. DRISCOLL “Jen.” 

“Thou art of a studious nature.” 

“Jen,” a quiet miss from Cohannet, just 
about walked off with the General Course. 
Next year she will air her knowledge at 
Bridgewater Normal. 

Magna cum laude. 






HAROLD A. DUDLEY “Peter.” 


“Oh, I do lots of things— most anything 
that comes handy, so it ain’t work.” 

Another from Cohannet is “Peter.” He 
has devoted his odd moments to the agony 
of the General Course and now desires to 
attend the Physical Training School at 
Springfield. Although modest, he is a 
“blow,” having bugled for sixty-six nights 
at the lowering of the flag on the Common. 

Trumpeter Serg. T. H. S. C. T5, T6, T7. Signal Corp State Guard. 
Member A. A. 
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HELEN C. FLANGHEDDY. 



“Successful in everything she attempts.” 

Helen is a worthy representative of Bay 
Street. She succeeded so well in the Com- 
mercial Course that she secured a perma 
nent position in the spring. Helen will 
return to receive her diploma earned with 
well -deserved honors. 

Magna cum laude. 


ELEANOR E. GOFF “Goffie.” 

“To overlook such a one would be un- 
pardonable.” 

Rehoboth Village placed “Goffie” in our 
midst. She tackled the College Course 
and is now headed for Brown. 



CHARLOTTE ALMY FRANCIS. 


“Follow me and thou shalt not lack 
amusement.” 

Charlotte arrived from Cohannet just in 
time to shoulder the responsibilities of the 
Commercial Course. At High School she 
has taken life seriously, never failing to be 
in at the time of the Curfew. She will 
soon become a member of the business 
world. 



LESLIE BOWEN GOFF “LES” “Count” 

“And Solomon in all his glory was not 
arrayed like one of these.” 

“Les” came to T. H. S. from Rehoboth 
Grammar School and in the College Course 
has won high honors. Next year he will 
attend the Newport Radio School. 

Brockton Game Com. T6. Member A. A. 

Debating Team T7. Associate Editor of Journal. 

“Fag” Class Play. Magna cum laude. 

Composed music for Ode. 



Waitress at Football Banquet. Waitress at Alumni Banquet. 



EARL NEWTON GOFF “Stub.” 

“He would rather hoe potatoes than under- 
go the agony of an introduction to a young 
lady.” 

“Stub” from Rehoboth has filled all the 
requirements of the Commercial Course. 

School Orchestra Cheer Leader. 


GERTRUDE R. GOLDSTEIN 


“Toodles” or “Trudy.” 

“My talk is constant; it cannot be stilled.” 

Bay Street donated “Toodles”, who has 
successfully wrestled with the Commercial 
Course, and, by her bubbling talk, will 
probably persuade some business man to 
hire her. Howard Seminary, there to take 
life seriously, is her next move. 

Member A. A. Waitress at Football Banquet. 
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ROSE GRAY “Rosie.” 

“Her company is pleasing to all who know 
her.” 

A delegate from the Weir is “Rosie.” 
She has overcome the difficulties of the 
General Course with her winning smile and 
now intends to train for a nurse. 

Cum laude. 


DORIS NEWMAN HATHAWAY 
“Bunny.” 

“O marvelous modest maiden, you!” 

“Bunny” is a delegate from the County 
Street School. She has taken the General 
Course and next year will train for nursing 
at the Truesdale Hospital, Fall River. 



FREDERICK W. HALLAHAN “Fritz.” 

Changed to “Fred” on account of the war. 

“Oh, keep me innocent, make others great.” 

“Fred,” another Cohannet culprit, when 
not engaged with society and acting, has 
pursued the College and Technical Courses. 

He expects to go to M. I. T. 

Class Play Committee. Brockton Football Committee T5. 

Alternate 1918 Debating Team. “Capt. Jack Absolute” in Class 
Cum laude. Play. 




DORIS LUCILLE HASKINS “Dot” 
“Dorsey.” 

“She's as good as she is fair.” 

“Dot” came all the w*ay from Myricks. 
When not waiting for trains, she has been 
kept ever busy with the toils of the Gene- 
ral Course. “Dot’s” future is undecided. 
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HELEN A. HATHAWAY 

“Proper words in proper places.” 

From the Weir comes Helen. She has 
completed four years of good work in the 
commercial course. 

Cum laude. 


DOUGLAS GIFFORD HEAD “Doug” 
or “Douggie.” 

“You are always consistent, always your- 
self.” 

In his younger days “Doug” attended 
Cohannet. He plans to study commercial 
subjects further at Burdett College. 



Baseball Sub. ’15. Football Sub. 15, 17. 

Freshman Baseball Team. Junior Class Play 17. 

Eater at two Football Banquets 15 and 17. - 
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GEORGE A. HORTON 
"Oscar” or "Gus.” 

"He is bubbling o’er with ambition.” 

Straying in from the Winthrop School, 
"Gus” tried his hand in all the courses at 
T. H. S. His fame, however, has been 
secured by the habit of making one-hand 
stops in the outfield. Some business 
school will probably be the next stop for 
"Gus.” 

Baseball 16, 17, 18. 

Member "T” Club. 

RUTH KATHERINE HOWE "Rufus.” 


"The sweetest little thing that ever grew.” 

"Rufus,” from Cohannet, was one of the 
delightful characters in the Junior Class 
Play. She is treasurer of the Kappa Phi 
Delta, and has taken a leading part in the 
social activities of the school. Next year, 

"Rufus” will go the Rhode Island Hospital 
to train for nursing. 

Julia in “The Rivals.” Waitress Alumni Banquet 16. 

Kappa Phi Delta. 


Football 17. 
Member A. A. 




JOHN KANDARIAN "Jack.” 

"A modest and unassuming chap.” 

"Jack” is one of the few graduates from 
the Harris School. Next year he will 
employ his knowledge gained in the Com- 
mercial Course in the study of electrici- 
ty in Providence. 

Sergeant 18 



MORRIS KAPLAN "Cap.” 



"Look at him! Just the same old noble 
countenance.” 

"Cap,” a lively Cohannet graduate, has 
managed to survive the Technical and 
General Courses. His chief activity has 
been among the cadets, where he has 
served as second lieutenant. "Cap” has 
not yet decided what he will do after 
leaving T. H. S. 


Corporal 16 


Second Lieutenant 
Quartermaster Corp, Major Staff. 



LUCY E. HYLAND. 

"She’s a wee little lady.” 

Lucy, a graduate of the Weir Grammar, 
has faithfully pursued the studies of the 
Normal Course and will continue her good 
work at Bridgewater Normal. 


KATHRYN A. KERR "Kat” 

"Her merry heart goes all the day.” 

"Kat is another of Cohannet’s happy 
crowd. Having completed the General 
Course, she will begin training for nursing 
next fall. 
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DOROTHY HELEN KNOX “Dot.” 



BEATRICE N. KING “Bee.” 

“A meek and quiet creature.” 

“Bee” is one of the quiet members from 
the Winthrop School. The Commercial 
Course has filled her odd moments. 


MARION E. KING “Peg” 

“Serene, I fold my hands and wait.” 

East Taunton gives us “Peg.” She has 
picked up a few stray bits of knowledge in 
the General Course and intends to enter 
Peter Brent Brigham Hospital. 

Member of A. A. 


MORRIS S. KLEIN 

“Don’t talk to me — I know too much.” 

Although Morris earned sixty-seven 
points in three years we have the honor of 
claiming him as a member of our class. 
He graduated from Cohannet and is 
headed for Harvard after four years of 
brilliant work in the college course. 

Publicity Committee for Class Play “Thomas” in “The Rivals.” 
Assistant Business Manager of Class Play Corporal 16. 

Sergeant 17. Debating Team 17, 18. 

Captain 18. Captain of Debating Team 18. 

Magna cum laude. 




“I seem to tread on classic ground.” 

“Dot,” one of our ten highest, honor 
pupils, registered from the Leonard School. 

She has successfully completed the College 
Course and will enter Radcliffe in the fall. 

We are sure that her pleasing, gentle man- 
ners will win for her at Radcliffe — as they 
have at T. H. S. — a score of true friends. 

Distribution of programs at Class Play. 

Magna cum laude. 

ORMOND F. LEONARD “Ormy” 

“I’m here to have a good time, and money 
ain’t any object.” 

“Ormy” is another of the convicts who 
escaped from the Weir. He has lock- 
stepped through the Technical Course. 
When not busy solving mathematical 
problems, he has taken part in football 
and military drill. 

Corp. Co. A., 16, 17. Football 15, 16, 17. 

1st Lieut, and Adj. Co. C., 17. Member of “T Club.” 

Acting Capt. Football 17. Member of “Big Six.” 

Member of A. A. 


FRED A. LYONS “Soxie.” 

“I’ve struggled with an adverse fate 
And lived, ah me! on pork and beans.” 

We accepted Soxie from Cohannet. Al- 
though he worked hard on the Commercial 
Course, he never failed to relieve the mono- 
tony of the class rooms with his ready wit. 
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WILLIAM NOEL MANSFIELD 
“Prof.” “Math.” 



“Arise and shake the hayseed from off 
thee.” 

The “Prof” “druv in” from the Anawan 
School, Rehoboth, and finally “hitched 
up” at T. H. S. He has reaped his harvest 
of knowledge in both the General and 
Technical courses, and has also succeeded 
in “rakin” in an honor. The picture of 
the pretty young lady on the “I Want 
You” Navy posters must have inspired the 
“Prof” for he intends to join the Navy 
after he leaves us. 


Member of A. A. Gum laude. 

JOSEPH RAYMOND MAXWELL 
“Mac.” 

“He was usually a quiet, pleasant fellow, 
and a good deal of a gentleman.” 

“Mac” is one of the few representatives 
of the “Immaculate Conception Parochial 
School. He has wrestled with four years 
of Latin in the College course and has 
finally succeeded in downing it. He has 
been a quiet but pleasing class-mate. 

Holy Cross is his goal. 


william j. McCarthy “Bin”. 

“A prodigy of learning.” 

“Bill has struggled manfully with the 
College Course for four years until at last 
success has rewarded his efforts. He hopes 
to attend Tufts in the fall. 




GRACE M. McGINN “Mac.” 


“Her air, her manners, all who saw, 
admired.” 

“Mac” tripped in from the Leonard 
School and has dabbled in the delights of 
the Normal Course. She will pursue her 
studies next year at Bridgewater Normal. 
Journal Committee. Cum Laude. 


BESSIE STEPHANIE MILLER. 
“Bess,” “Steph.” 

“She hath a natural, wise sincerity.” 

“Bess” came from Bay Street to try our 
Commercial Course, and has been so suc- 
cessful that she is now out working. Un- 
selfish as she is, she has consented to come 
back for graduation. 

Cum laude. 


GLADYS B. MILLER “Glad.” 

“Lightly was her tender nose 
Tip-tilted like the petal of a flower.” 

‘Glad” sauntered in from the Leonard 
School. She has wandered along the path 
of knowledge in the General Course and 
will steer in the fall with her little parch- 
ment toward Bridgewater Normal. 
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HARRY W. MOORE “Slocum.” 

“Seldom he smiles; and smiles in such a 
sort, 

As if he mocked himself.” 

“Slocum” floated in with the rest of the 
crew from Cohan net four long years ago. 
Since then he has drifted slowly and quiet- 
ly along in both Commercial and General 
Course. At present he is undecided as to 
what he will do next year. 

Sergeant Co. B. 


JULIE B. MORAN. 

“Blue are her eyes, as the fairy flax 
Her cheeks like the dawn of day.” 

Julia is from Cohannet. She has suc- 
ceeded in passing the Normal Course, and 
although she is slow of speech and stature^ 
has convinced the faculty that she is 
eligible for a diploma. 

Waitress Alumni Banquet. 
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J. FRANCIS MURDOCK 
“Fran,” “Shoot.” 

“Go! leave me to my misery, boys, I am a 
ruined community.” 

“Fran,” another fellow from Cohannet, 
after experiencing four years of torture in 
the Technical course, expects to receive a 
diploma in June. He is preparing for 
M. I. T. 

Big Six. 



Member of A. A. 



ELIZA NAJARIAN 
“Words of truth and soberness.” 

Eliza came here from the South Reho- 
both Grammar School and has attended 
to the Business course so diligently that 
she has completed the course in three years. 



MARJORY ANNA MORTON 


“She that was ever fair and never proud, 
Had tongue at will, and yet was never 
loud.” 

Marjory is one of the arrivals from Weir 
Grammar. She has completed the Nor- 
mal course with high honor and is a gene- 
ral favorite with every one. 


Magna cum laudc. Member of A. A. 

Associate Editor of Journal. Class Ode. 


SAMUEL T. NELSON “Sam.” 

“Enter, a glittering hero.” 

“Sam” came from Cohannet and has 
bluffed his way thru the Technical course 
with especial proficiency (?) in “Dutch” 
and mathematics. He is a general favor- 
ite with the fairer sex and is one of the 
football mud hens. 



T. H. S. C. ’16. 
Football T7. 
Big Six. 


Banquet Committee T6. 
Cheer Leader T6. 
Member A. A. 
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MARY ELIZABETH NICHOLS. 

“I never knew so young a body with so 
old a head.’ 

Mary is one of the members from Weir 
Grammar. She successfully completed the 
General Course, and in her quiet and stud- 
ious way, has escaped with an honor. She 
was one of our noted orators in American 
History. 

C um laude. 


MILDRED M. NICHOLS “Mil.” 

“Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazer 
strike 

And, like the sun, they shine on all alike.” 

St Mary’s adds another to our list, 
“Mil.” She has taken the General Course, 
and will complete her studies at Bridge- 
water Normal. “Mil” has been one of 
our many declaimers in room 9. 




RALPH DANIEL O’SULLIVAN 
“Sully.” 


“He -was well dressed too — well dressed on 
a weekday.” 

“Sully” arrived here four years ago 
from the Immaculate Conception School, 
and has with more or less seriousness fol- 
lowed up the Commercial Course. For 
the last few weeks he has been engaged in 
the mysteries of the General Electric office. 
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BRADFORD FLETCHER OXNARD 
“Brad.” 

“He’s tough, ma’am, tough and devilish 
sly.” 

“Brad” graduated from the Jireh Swift 
Grammar School and after two years in 
New Bedford High decided to come to 
Rehoboth for his health (?). For the 
remainder of his High School career he has 
enlivened us by his angelic and athletic 
performances both in school and out. He 
has bluffed his way thru the College Course 
preparatory to entering Brown. 

Cum laude. Baseball 17, T8. 

GEORGE H. PERRA. 

“The ladies call him sweet.” 

George blew in from Bay Street and has 
drifted thru the Technical course with a 
little study preparatory to entering M. I. 
T. He is usually found in Petticoat Alley 
talking with a Jane. He also holds a 
corner on brilliant neckties and is noted 
for his penmanship. When not enjoying 
the social life of T. H. S. he has been 
working for Bay State Street Railway Co. 
Shall we ever see the like again? 

1st Lieut. T. H. S. C. Co. A. A. 18. 





EDWIN E. PIERCE “Eddie.” 


“If at first you don’t succeed, try someone 
else.” 


“Eddie” is one of the big gang from Co- 
hannet. When he hasn’t been dabbling 
in the General Course, our society man has 
been drilling, acting, and taking part in al- 
most every school activity in T. H. S. He 
has been one of our most prominent ad- 
vocates of school spirit and carries away with him the lasting appreciation 
and friendship of his classmates. 


Corp T. H. S. C. 16 
Serg’t T. H. S. C. 17. 

Cap’t Co. B. 18. 

Business Manager of Journal. 
Head Cheer Leader 17. 


Faukland, “Rivals.” 

High School Orchestra (Flute) 
Banquet Committee. 

Class Colors Committee. 

Class Play Committee. Big Six 
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MOLLY TALBOT PLACE. 

“Her sweet and guileless smile — 

’Twould stir a heart of stone.” 

Molly has been private secretary to the 
principal and right hand “man” for the 
past year. She is one of the Dightonites 
and has completed the Commercial Course 
with high honors. Molly has a smile for 
everyone. 

Magna cum laude. 


LAURELL P. PRATT “Pratty.” 

“I talk to whoever listens.” 

“Pratty” came from Winthrop Grammar 
school. The law prohibiting talking in the 
corridors must have been extra hard on 
“Pratty,” for she has fairly talked her way 
through the Commercial Course, and will 
probably enliven some office with her con- 
stant chatter. 

Waitress at Alumni Banquet T6. 



Member A. A. 


JotBPEMSsl 

ELLA T. RAFTER. 

“A lady of many excellent qualities.” 

Ella walked sedately in from the Immacu- 
late Conception School. She has taken 
the Commercial Course all four years, so 
we expect sometime to see her seated at a 
desk in some office taking trial balances, 
etc. 




Class Representative A. A. T4. 
Corporal Co. B. T6 
Manager Football T6, T7. 
Cheer-leader at Brockton Game T6 
Editor-in-chief of Journal. 
Chairman Finance Com. Brockton 
Game T7. 


CHARLES STUART ROBERTSON 
“Mayor,” “Stu.” 

“He could always start a good plan when 
you wanted one.” 

“Stu,” one of our most prominent class 
members, came four years ago from the 
Cohannet Grammar. While he was not 
doing work for various committees, he was 
studing subjects in the Commercial Course 
and College Course. Next year “Stu” ex- 
pects to continue his work at the Boston 
University. 

“Bob Acres” in Class Play. 

1st Sergeant Co. B. T7. 

Big Six. 

Chairman Banquet Com. T5. 
Executive Committee A. A. T5 
Cum Laude. 

Pin Committee. 


Class Play Committee T6. 



FLORENCE L. QUIGLEY 

FLORENCE FRANCES ROBINSON 





“Flo.” 

“Of sweet and simple mind was she.” 



“She seems to be so quiet.” 

Florence danced in with the rest of the 


P*™ 

“Flo” came from St. Mary’s School. 

After finishing her studies in the College 

Course, she intends to enter Wellesley 

crowd from Bay Street and after four 
years in the Commercial Course she ex- 
pects to train later for a nurse. 

Pin Committee. 



College. 
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WILLIAM H. S. ROGERS “Red.” 

“All is not gold that glitters.” 

“Red” wandered in from Cohannet one 
day and after dallying a year or two with 
drill and baseball decided they were too 
frivolous and so has spent his energies on 
the Commercial Course with such success 
that he has secured a position before 
graduation. 


Baseball ’15, ’16. 
Cheerleader ’17. 


Cadets ’15 
Cum Laude. 


MANUAL CHARLES ROSA “Delicate,” 
“Man.” 

“He wasn’t bad, so to say — only mis- 
chievous.” 

This prominent member of the “lunch- 
room English Class” came to us from 
Cohannet. During the four years he has 
tried three courses Commercial, Technical, 
and General. He always has the floor in 
every class. He expects to study law in 
the future. 

Cum laude. 




ELLEN L. RYAN “Nellie.” 

“A quiet smile for everyone.” 

“Nellie” came from East Taunton four 
years ago. She has taken the Commercial 
Course and soon expects to be hitting the 
keys and dashing off short-hand in some 
prosperous office. 


LILLIAN SACODER “Lil.” 

“A friend to all.” 

Lil came from Cohannet to study 
quietly in the Commercial Course. Quiet 
and unassuming, she has won the lasting 
friendship of the class. 




ALBERT C. SEEKELL. 

“Work before pleasure always.” 

Albert came from South School and has 
smilingly continued his studies in the 
General and Commercial Courses. 

Corporal T. H. S. C. T7 
1st Sergeant T8. 


MALCOLM K. SHEPPARD “Shep.” 

“The hardest working creature in the 
world — when anyone is looking.” 

“Shep” came from Edward Grammar, 
Everett, a short time ago and since then 
has chased the Tech. Course. He hopes 
to enter M. I. T. in the fall. “Shep” is 
especially famous for his skill in the chem- 
istry laboratory and in wireless work. 
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HAROLD PRESTON STANLEY. 

“Bowed with the weight of centuries (of 
study) he leans.” 

Stanley, one of our shining lights, came 
from Weir Grammar. This “shark” math- 
ematician has successfully completed the 
Technical Course and intends to shine 
next year at M. I. T. 

Banquet Committee. Corporal ’17. 

Member A. A. 15, 14, 18. 1st Lieutenant 18. 

Big Six. Associate Editor of Journal. 

Magna cum laude. 

ARTHUR CLIEFORD STAPLES. 

“Stape.” 

“Hence, vain, deluding joys!” 

North Dighton gives us another quiet 
member, “Stape.” The General Course, 
has clamed most of his spare time. 

“Stape” is still undecided about the 
future. 




HAZEL M. STRANGE “Strangey.” 

“She has been nothing but .sweetness and 
good humor.” 

“Strangey” strangely struggled in from 
Berkley. She has amused herself with the 
studies of the Normal Course in prepara- 
tion for Bridgewater. 


MARY E. TURNER. 

“The fair, the chaste, the inexpressive 


Bay Street gives us Mary. She has 
done herself so proud in the Commercial 
Course that an office stole her away from 
school in March. 

Cum laude. 





CHARLOTTE L. STORY “Steve.” 

“My short and happy (T. H. S.) day is 
done.” 

The Normal Course has claimed an- 
other of Cohannet’s graduates, “Steve.” 
Bridgewater Normal is her destination. 
“Steve” is looking forward to a merry 
time after her Bridgewater graduation. 


HANNAH JANE WALTON 

“But woman’s is comparatively a fixed, 
a secluded, and meditative life.” 

Cohannet provided another of our quiet 
members, “Jane.” She has taken the 
General Course, but is yet undecided as to 
what she will do after she leaves high 
school. 
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Class of 191® and Quondam Members 



IRENE WEBSTER. 

“As merry as the day is long.” 

Irene is one of the many who came from 
Cohannet and is headed for Bridgewater 
Normal School via the General Course. 

Member of A. A. 


JUDSON WELDON “Jud.” 

Jud is one of the few who hail from 
the Gilmore School, Raynham. He has 
amused himself with more or less success 
with the technical course but unfortuna- 
tely on account of ill health has had to 
leave us before graduation. 

Cadets for four years. Sergeant T8. 




HARRISON M. WHITE “Whitey.” 

“One of these happy mortals, of foolish, 
well-oiled dispositions, who take the world 
easy.” 

Lothrop donates “Whitey,” who has 
enjoyed the excitement of the Com- 
mercial Course and will try his luck in the 
business world after he leaves us. 


Ainsworth, Dorothy 
Appleby, Harold 
Arkanase, Reuben 
Atwood, Marion 
Baker, Muriel 
Baker, Mildred L. 
Barden William 
Bassett, Ruth 
Baylies, Frank 
Berman, Annie 
Birtwell, Doris 
Boyd, Helen 
Boylan, Catherine 
Brady, Elizabeth 
Brennan, Albert 
Briggs, Janet 
Briggs, Natalie 
Briggs, Russell 
Brightman, Vera 
Burke, Ethel 
Burke, Everett 
Burt, Helen 
Cady, Norma 
Cahill, Marion 
Campbell, Helen 
Carney, Alice 
Casella, Joseph 
Cassey, May 
Cavanaugh, Lillian 
Chace, Sybil 
Cleary, James 
Cooperstein, Harry 
Copeland, Margaret 
Cotter, Mae 
Crowell, Catherine 
Crowninshield, Ella 
Culver, Edith 
Cushman, Hilda 
Davis, Alicia 
Dean, Blake 
Dean, Miriam 
Dean, Ramona 
Devlin, Charles 
Dickerman, Harold 
Doherty, William 
Donnelly, Richard 
Driscoll, Jennie 
Ducharme, Ella 
Dudley, Harold 


Dumoulin, Emma 
Dunlap, Kathryn 
Dupont, Manuel 
Farrell, Ethel 
Farrell, Arlene 
Faulkner, Morris 
Ferris, Edwin 
Flangheddy, Helen 
Flood, William 
Francis, Charlotte 
Franklin, Robert 
Frasier, Robert 
French, Ruth 
Goff, Earl 
Goff, Eleanor 
Goff, Leslie 
Goldstein, Gertrude 
Gray, Rose 
Gregg, Miriam 
Hall, Emma 
Hallahan, Frederick 
Hamilton, Bernice 
Harrison, Preston 
Haskins, Doris 
Hathaway, Helen 
Llaynes, Carlton 
Head, Gladys 
Head, Douglas 
Heath, Charles 
Hewitt, Irene 
Hibbert, Daisy 
Holland, Gardner 
Hopkins, Winifred 
Horton, Belford 
Horton, George 
Horton, Roy 
Howe, Ruth 
Hutchinson, Clement 
Hyland, Lucy 
Ives, Marion 
Jackson, Nina 
Kandarian, John 
Kaplan, Morris 
Kearns, Mildred 
Keefe, Grace 
Kerr, Kathryn 
Kevorkian, Aram 
King, Beatrice 
King, Marion 
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Kingsbury, Charles 
Kingsley, Roger 
Klein, Morris 
Knott, Evelyn 
Knox, Dorothy 
Leach Thelma 
Leavitt, Raymond 
Lee, Grace 
Lemaire, Harriet 
Leonard, Ormond 
Lincoln, Dorothy 
Lincoln, Charles 
Lincoln, Letitia 
Lovell, Alfred 
Lockhart, Beatrice 
Lynch, Theresa 
Lyons, Fred 
MacGlashing, Robert 
Mansfield, William 
Martell, Emeric 
Martin, Tracy 
Mattos, Geraldine 
Maxwell, Joseph 
McCarthy, William 
McGinn, Marion 
McLean, Charles 
McManus, Charles 
McManus, Eileen 
McVay, Linville 
Miller, Bessie 
Miller, Gladys 
Millett, Marguerite 
Monroe, Dorothy 
Moore, Harry 
Moran, Julia 


Pierce, Edwin 
Pollard, Joseph 
Pond, Arthur 
Place, Molly 
Potter, Helen 
Pratt, Laurell 
Pratt, Lloyd 
Quigley, Florence 
Rafter, Ella 
Reagan, Edward 
Reynolds, Florence 
Ricketson, Edna 
Robertson, C. Stuart 
Robinson, Florence * 
Rogers, William 
Rosa, Manuel 
Ryan, Ellen 
Sacoder, Lillian 
Searle, William 
Seekell, Albert 
Sheppard, Malcolm 
Shea, Mary 
Sheehan, Anna 
Sherman, Helen 
Silva, Bernardino 
Silverman, Samuel 
Smith, Vincent 
Stanley, Harold 
Staples, Arthur 
Stockman, Clifford 
Story, Charlotte 
Strange, Hazel 
Swan, Lillian 
Swig, George 


Morton, Marjory 

Teplenko, Abraham 

Mowry, Eva 

Tolman, Leonard 

Murdock, Francis 

Tracy, George 

Murphy, John 

Traumer, Mae 

Murray, Thomas 

Turner, Mary 

Nadeau, Germaine 

Veader, Phoebe 

Nelson, Samuel 

Waldron, Lawrence 

Nichols, Martha 

Waldron, Sheldon 

Nichols, Mary 

Walton, Hannah 

Nichols, Mildred 

Webster, Irene 

Norton, Wilfred 

Weldon, Judson 

O’Connor, Mildred 

Werner, Alphonse 

O’Sullivan, Ralph 

Whalon, Lola 

Packard, Gladys 

Wheeler, George 

Parker, May 

White, Harrison 

Peel, Charles 

Willis, Edna 

Perra, George 

Woodward, Florence 

Perry, Helen 
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BY C. STUART ROBERTSON 

“Life is not holding a good hand, but playing a. poor hand well ” 

HIS proved a fitting motto for the football team of 1917. 
Owing to the rulings of the Massachusetts High School 
Athletic Board the back-bone of what looked to be one of 
Taunton High’s greatest elevens was broken. But our school 
turns out fighters, and even with the heart gone from the team it 
played as best it could. In league games Taunton made a surpris 
ingly good showing, and outside the league it played fine games against 
New Bedford Textile, St. George’s, and St. John’s. 

The team was unfortunate, too, in the poor support of the student 
body. This was due to various causes, — to the uncertainty of being 
able to secure a playing field; to the two-session plan, which made it 
impossible for the freshmen to attend week-day games; and to the 
lack of a suitable hall for mass meetings to arouse school enthusiasm. 
In consideration of all these difficulties the team deserves much praise 
for its grit in completing the season. 

After suffering a 39 — 0 defeat at the hands of the New Bedford 
High School in a league game, the team, strengthened by all its players, 
defeated New Bedford Textile 12 — 0 in its first home game. Then 
followed another league game with Fall River Technical which resulted 
in Taunton’s second victory by the score of 13 — 0. The next game was 
the one most looked forward to by the players, the St. George game at 
Newport. After having the satisfaction of being the first to cross the 
goal line, Taunton lost a well played game, 21 — 13. The hardest game 
of the season followed, St. John’s at Danvers, and after outplaying their 
husky opponents Taunton was defeated 12 — 6. The three remaining 
games before Brockton were unimportant, Taunton winning one and 
losing two. 
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The Brockton game was a decided disappointment. After much 
hard work the field was cleared of its four or five inches of unseasonable 
snow, and with snow banks bordering the gridiron the game was played. 
Taunton was completely outclassed and in an unsatisfactory game was 
defeated 37 — 6. 

Captain— Ormond Leonard Manager— C. Stuart Robertson 


Players 


West 

Woollev 

Nelson 

Sheppard 

Boyd 

Left End 

Left Guard 

Miller 

Wilde 

Wheeler 

Right Guard 


Donnelly 

Right Tackle 

Busiere 

Lyons 


Hayes 

Freeman 

Quarter Back 

Head 

Lehan 

Left Half Back 

Horton 

Mader 

Right Half Back 

Childe 

Leonard 

Full Back 



Games Won — 3 

Games Lost — 6 


New Bedford High 

.. 0-39 

East Greenwich Academy . . 

. 27-0 

New Bedford Textile . . . . 

.. 12-0 

Providence Technical 

. 7-12 

Fall River Technical 

.. 13-0 

Fall River Durfee 

. 0-3 

St. George Preparatory . . 

. .13-21 

Brockton High 

. 6 37 

St. John Preparatory. . . . 

.. 6-12 

Points 84-124 




Wearers 



of tfiae 


FOOTBALL 


Ormond Leonard 1918 

Samuel T. Nelson 1918 

Fred Lyons 1918 

C. Stuart Robertson . .1918 

J. Dewey Johnson 1919 

Stewart Mader 1919 

Charles Freeman 1919 

Ronald Boyd 1919 

Edmund J. Busiere 1919 

William Bennett 1919 

Robert Sears 1919 

Edward Lehan 1920 

J . Kennard Sheppard 1920 

George Wheeler 1920 


BASEBALL 


George Horton 1918 

Fred Lyons 1918 

Bradford Oxnard.'. . . .1918 

G. Dewey Johnson . . . . ; 1919 

Charles Freeman 1919 
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BASEBALL 




HE loss of all but two members of the championship baseball 
team of 1917 and the lack of a faculty coach, until very late 
in the season, were the two great difficulties Captain Horton 

H and Manager Kingsbury had to contend with in developing 

a suitable team to represent Taunton High. The candidates had their 
first call about the middle of March. Stormy weather, however, kept 
the team from outdoor practice until well along in April when, under the 
coaching of Stanton, practice was held at Hopewell Park. It was evi- 
dent from the first that the team, though unseasoned, had enough spirit 
to make it a hard-fighting, ever-trying machine. T° be sure, the pros- 
pect of winning the cup in the Bristol County league looks slim but, 
as few of the team graduate, there are bright hopes for next year. A 
fine schedule has been arranged and with the Athletic Association again 
boasting close to three hundred members, a hearty support is assured 
the new team. 


Captain George A. Horton 


Manager Curtis B. Kingsbury 


Team 

Busiere Catcher 

Spencer, Miller Pitcher 

Woolley Short Stop 

Lehan First Base 

Hemingway Second Base 

Fitzgerald Third Base 

Horton Left Field 

Oxnard Center Field 

Gregg Right Field 

Substitutes 

Tracy, Taylor, Keliher 
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The Schedule 


Wednesday, April 24. . . 

. . .At Midclleboro, Middleboro H. S. Cancelled 

Wednesday, 

May 

1. . . 

. . .Powder Point Academy at Duxbury 

4-3 

Saturday, 

“ 

4. . . 

. . .Attleboro H. S. at Attleboro* 

4-0 

Wednesday, 

“ 

8. . . 

. . .Middleboro H. S. at Taunton 

16 14 

Friday, 


10. . . 

. . .Brockton H. S. at Taunton 

7-10 

Saturday 

“ 

18. . . 

. . .New Bedford H. S. at Taunton* 

10-7 

Wednesday 

“ 

22. . . 

. . . Durfee H. S. at Fall River* 


Saturday 

“ 

25. . . 

. . .N. Attleboro PI. S. at N. Attleboro* 


Tuesday 

“ 

28. . . 

. . .Brockton H. S. at Brockton 


Saturday 

June 

8.. . 

. . .Durfee H. S. at'Taunton* 


Wednesday, 

“ 

12. . . 

. . .N. Attleboro H. S. at Taunton* 


Saturday, 

“ 

15. . . 

. . .New Bedford H. S. at New Bedford* 


Wednesday, 

♦League game. 


22. . . 

. . .Attleboro H. S. at Taunton* 





STATEMENT OF THE ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION 
May 1, 1918. 


Balance on hand September 1, 1917 $153.00 

Receipts: 

Football Games $ 39.25 

Cheer Books 10.85 

Streamers 16.95 

Dr. Edwin N. Clark 25.00 

J ulius Rockwell 25.00 

Brockton Game 354.37 

Season tickets A. A. 1918 118.00 589.42 


Payments : 

Massachusetts A. A S 2.00 

Equipment 32.24 

Manager’s Expenses 3.36 

Officials 8.00 

Auto hire for team 14.75 

Ground rental 140 . 00 

F. A. Hunt 25.00 

Telephone Expenses 3.20 

Dennison Manufacturing Co 25.00 

Printing 22.65 

New Bedford Game . . 11.50 

East Greenwich Game 28.50 

Brockton Game 238.84 


$742.42 


566.54 


Balance on hand May 1, 1918 


$175.88 


LAWRENCE W^WILBUR, Treasurer. 
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KLEIN (Capt.) HALLAHAN 

GOFF CASELLA IIAWKES (Coach) 



BY LESLIE B. GOFF 

U NDAUNTED by the ill success of last year’s debating team, 
Taunton High School, with eight other high schools, again 
entered the league managed by Brown University. As a 
result of the trial debates held in the early part of December, 
Joseph Casella, Leslie Goff, Morris Klein, and Frederick Hallahan, 
alternate, were selected to represent Taunton High. Morris Klein was 
chosen captain, and Mr. Hawkes coached. 

The question to be debated was, Resolved : that women be granted 
equal suffrage with men in Massachusetts and Rhode Island. The 
teams drew lots for sides and Taunton drew the negative against New 
Bedford. Each team was to debate on January 11, the losers dropping 
from the league. The Taunton — New Bedford debate was held at the 
Hopewell School. Taunton won, being superior in the following 
points: — better preparation; subject better defined; closer adherence to 
exact subject; greater adaptability to meet conditions as they arose in 
the debate; quicker rebuttal; and on the whole superior presentation. 

Taunton, still upholding the negative, then met Pawtucket High 
School at Pawtucket on Feb. 1. Although this school had an except- 
ionally strong team and much experience, Taunton succeeded in winning 
the decision. In the mean time Providence Classical had carried away 
the laurels from Hope Street High of Providence, East Greenwich 
Academy, and Fall River Technical. The two victorious teams, Classi- 
cal and Taunton High, were then scheduled to debate a new subject at 
Brown University on April 26. Unfortunate complications arose, how- 
ever, due to Brown’s unsatisfactory management which resulted in 
Taunton’s cancelling the final debate. 

Debating is in its infancy in the Taunton High but we expect that 
there will soon be a trophy in debating to add to the already varied 
collection of our High School. 
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CLASS PLAY 



BY DORIS BIRTWELL 


E VERY scholastic, athletic, or social event has found 1918 
ready to do more than her share. In 1917 our interests were 
centered in the class play. After some deliberation the 
Committee with the English teachers chose Sheridan’s 
“The Rivals”, a comedy full of action with attractive characters and 
witty dialogue. 

A fair try-out with all satisfied to “let the best man win” resulted 
in the selection of the following cast: 

Sir Anthony Absolute Harold Dickerman 

Capt Jack Absolute Fred Hallahan 

^ an< ^ Edwin Pierce 

Bob Acres Stuart Robertson 

Sir Lucius O’Trigger Joseph Casella 

Fag-.- Leslie GolT 

jr avlc * Raymond Leavitt 

Thomas Morris Klein 

P,°y- • •• ; Douglas Head 

Mrs. JVlalaprop Doris Birtwell 

Lydia Languish Edith Culver 

T ' ul,a Ruth Howe 

Uic y Marion Atwood 

. Hampered by the old story “school conditions”, we rehearsed in 
the Parish House of St. Thomas’ Church. Week after week Miss Dunn 
worked not only for us but with us, shouldering the responsibility of 
turning amateurs into stars. Her efforts repaid her well for the Park 
Theatre never housed a more appreciative audience and no class play 
has enjoyed more favorable criticism. To cite notable characterizations 
would necessitate enumerating the entire cast. The play replenished our 
depleted treasury and enabled us to present twenty-five dollars to the 
Red Cross. 
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BY HAROLD A DICKERMAN 


N 1917 — 1918 the Taunton High School Cadets again were 
successful in recruiting enough new members to form a bat- 
talion of three companies. Sixty-three freshmen donned 
the cadet uniform, the largest number in the history of the 
organization. The following officers were appointed in October: 

Co. A. Co. B. Co. C. 

Captains Harold A. Dickerman, Edwin Pierce, Morris Klein. 

Is/ Lieuts. Everett Burke, Blake Dean, Ormond Leonard 

2nd Lieuts. Harold Stanley, Morris Kaplan, George Perra 

1st Sergts. Harry Cooperstein, Stuart Robertson, Albert Seekell 

The Battalion was formed in March with the following officers: 

Major Harold A. Dickerman 
Is/ Lieut, and Adj. Ormond Leonard 
2nd Lieut, and Quartermaster Morris Kaplan 


Co. A. 


Co. B. 


Co. C. 


Captains Everett Burke, Edwin Pierce, Morris Klein 

Is/ Lieuts. Harold Stanley, Blake Dean, George Perra 

1st Sergts. Harry Cooperstein, Stuart Robertson, Albert Seekell 

Battalion Color Sergt. William Hawley 

Handicapped by the prevailing two session plan, the freshmen 
were obliged to drill at a different time from the older members. The 
large number of freshmen made this an exceedingly hard task for the 
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officers, but with Major Danforth’s invaluable help we succeeded in 
making soldiers out of the rookies. We all doff our hats to Major 
Danforth. 

The first Social of the year was held in the New State Armory 
December 27, 1917 and was a decided success. The large number of 
recruits made it impossible for us to hold our Prize Drill and Ball until 
April. Owing to the sad death of Corporal Gordon T. Williams the 
drill was postponed from April 19 to April 25. The biggest crowd that 
ever turned out for a Prize Drill were present, and the Grand March 
was the longest ever formed at a cadet dance. 

During the year we have taken part in three parades; the Liberty 
Loan Parade, the Camp Devens Boys’ Parade, and the Memorial Day 
Parade. As this Journal goes to press we are making plans for a Drill 
to be held in the Armory on May 23, for the benefit of the Red Cross, 
and for the Junior Prize Drill to be held on June 20, 1918. 

During these stirring war times there is a crying need for men with 
military training, and our cadet organization offers just the opportunity 
needed for high school boys to obtain this. The list of former Cadets 
in the service shows nine out of every ten are now officers. The Cadets 
instill in the student the foundamentals of military training, following 
the same general principles that are advocated by Congress for the 
Universal Military Training. 


CLAM HISTORY 

BY EDITH CULVER 



H HEN we, the Class of 1918, entered Taunton High School 
on that never-to-be-forgotten day four years ago we were, 
strange as it may seem, just as small and just as insignificant 
as any other freshman class ever was. Do you remember 
what a terrible time we had making out our schedules on that very 
first day? To find the right recitation room was a real Chinese puzzle 
to us and how we did admire those self-important seniors who could 
direct us without a moment’s hesitation to room 2A. That room, far 
from our little annex, was a Waterloo to most of us. Then, we never 
could learn to wait for the second bell, but made a dash for the door at 
the first, signal. Before long, though, we were strutting around as if we 
had always been in High School. J ust after we had recovered from the 
terrors of those first mid-year examinations we held a class meeting and 
elected our officers — -Harold Dickerman, President; — Doris Birtwell, 
Vice President; — Joseph Casella, Treasurer; — Edith Culver, Secretary. 
A little later we chose a pretty pin in our class colors, crimson and gold. 
Then we felt firmly established. 

When we came back the next fall as sophomores, school was be- 
ginning to outgrow itself and part of the freshmen were stowed away 
up at North Pleasant where we could not reach them. Certainly no 
one could mistake us for freshmen now — it seemed that each of us had 
grown at least a foot. Soon we were fighting the Gallic Wars with 
Caesar or spending heart-rending periods delivering oral themes, the 
nightmares of our existence. We were initiated into the mazes of 
geometry and soon learned not to grow alarmed for Mr. Walker said, 
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“Don’t be afraid, I’ll hold your hand.” On Thanksgiving Day we 
turned the tide against Brockton at football and had the satisfaction of 
winning a fine game after several years of hard luck. Not long after- 
wards we gave the annual football banquet to the members of the team 
and their guests at the Y. M. C. A. Of course I needn’t say that the 
turkey' was a little better and the speakers a little brighter than ever 
before. 

It was in our junior year that conditions at High School became 
more crowded and we were deprived altogether of the company of the 
freshmen, who had to come in the afternoon. True, we had the added 
dignity of coming in at the big front entrance and sitting in the main 
building for a while but — “Pride goes before a fall.” After heated 
discussion and long delay, preparations were at last made for a new 
building and that meant that we must pack up our belongings and 
stumble humbly back to the annex. For the rest of the year we studied 
with the old building falling around our ears, to the tune of falling 
bricks, boards, and plaster. The library was scattered through the 
different rooms and the walls were strewn with pictures hung hit-or-miss. 
In spite of the general confusion we presented our Class Play — “The 
Rivals” at the Park Theater on June 26, 1917 and made a great success 
of it. 

This year we are seniors. We came back very late in the fall and 
have had to study harder than ever under worse conditions. But they 
haven’t affected us in the least and we are just as gay as ever. One 
thing does seem strange, however. It used to be a common sight to see 
some of our members ornamenting the platform in old Room 1, but 
now this is almost unknown. Either the floor space is too small or else 
we are losing our “pep.” Perhaps our struggles with graphs in Ad- 
vanced Algebra have had something to do with our demeanor or more 
likely it is the cheerful atmosphere of “Macbeth.” 

The new building is fast becoming a reality and classes are meeting 
in some of the new rooms. We almost wish we were to be here another 
year to enjoy it, and we are proud to think that Taunton is to have a 
fine new High School. Now we are scurrying to get ready for gradua- 
tion and before we know it June will be here. With it Taunton High 
school life will be over for the Class of 1918, but no matter where we 
are we shall always look back upon our high school-days as among our 
very happiest. 



CLASS PROPHECY 

BY MORRIS KLEIN AND MANUEL ROSA 


■ 1MES were hard. Twenty years had passed since our 
graduation from Taunton High School, and still neither 
Rosa nor I had had a care-free day. We never knew where 

we could find a lodging for the night. Fortune had hit us 

hard. But what about our classmates? Did the fates decree that 
they, too, should have the hard luck that we were having? We deter- 
mined to spend our last cent to see our old friends. Since we had no 
coin for ‘round the globe tickets,’ how could we spend our money more 
advantageously than upon some reliable witch who would open the doors 
of the world to us? 

And in a cave just over the Rehoboth line lived just such a witch. 
She was none other than our class secretary, Edith Culver, a graduate 
of Professor William Doherty’s College of Prophecy and Witchcraft, 
with an average of 99.99. (P<x)r Edith, she couldn’t hit the hundred 
mark). Now with the aid of Alchemist Ruth Howe, she was practicing 
fortune-telling. We sought her out. With the deposit of two old 
lunch room checks she smiled upon us and handed us the magic cup. 
We quaffed! What an elixir! This was water, steam, and cracked ice 
at its best. Presto! The cave disappeared, and Rosa and I were 
princesses in Paris, our pockets full of money. 

Dumbfounded, we turned around and looked at each other, and I 
can swear that that was the first time I had seen Rosa’s face clean since 
the night of our graduation. Just then our ears caught the rustling of 
a silk dress and, looking up, we saw somebody who resembled Natalie 
Briggs. A Windsor-tied gentleman with his hair parted in the middle 
was walking beside her with dignified, stately strides. We asked a 
street cleaner who the pair were. 

“Why,” replied Cooperstein, the street cleaner, “That’s Leslie 
Goff de Nutt, Count of Noah Count, going with the Countess to Mile. 
Bassett’s ball. Duchesse Cady will also be present wearing fancy hose 
made by the tailoring firm of White & Murdock, the renowned fabrica- 
tors of garden hose. 
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We thought of going to the ball but our thoughts were immediately- 
suppressed by the cries of a newsdealer. We followed the sound, ar- 
riving at last at a small booth situated on one of the corners of a circular 
square. Upon close scrutiny, I saw that the newsdealer was Earl Goff. 
In the course of a conversation my eyes fell upon a large yellow paper 
entitled “Le Stylus” edited by Alicia Davis. One article especially 
attracted my attention. The topic sentence was ‘‘Baseball is intro- 
duced into France par les Messieurs Horton et. Dudley.” Rosa and I 
agreed that we should not miss the initial game, so we started en route 
for the park. We passed a French school and saw in the background 
of the capacious school yard, amidst a throng of children, the tall stature 
of Lucy Hyland. I knew that Lucy was a teacher because I could see 
the pupils in her eyes. She informed us that the school had been dona- 
ted to the city by the great Reuben Arkanase, who, by his inventive 
genius, had produced a marvelous pleasure car, known as the ‘‘Regula- 
tor”, so called because all others went by it. Some of its advertising 
qualities were the self-tooting horn and one-half cylinder motor. Reuben’s 
wealth had accumulated so rapidly that through his representatives, 
Judson Weldon, the Chinese linguist, he was presenting schools to all 
the largest cities of the world. Reuben’s Royal-Road-Schools were as 
common as Carnegie libraries. 

Finally we arrived at the ball park and found a large number of 
people talking for the most part with their hands. After securing 
tickets from Mae Cotter, we filed along a narrow path. A woman 
-with outstretched hands was taking tickets. 

It was Irene Webster. Irene had just come from America and 
was full of the latest news. She informed us that the Happy Helens, 
Hathaway and Campbell, had come over to see the game. Entering, 
we met George Horton. I inquired his reason for being in France. 

‘‘Well,” he said, ‘‘this is a bet. Dudley and I had an argument as 
to the existence of the North Pole. I say there isn’t one, and he argues 
that there is. So we proposed to come to France, organize two teams, 
and play a deciding game, the defeated team to take a trip to the 
Arctic region to find out for itself.” 

We took French leave and entered the grandstand where we saw 
a fine game of ball umpired by Eleanor Goff who served at times as a 
good target for undesirable missiles. Suffice it to say that Horton’s 
nine won and we pitied Dudley. 

One great contribution of the war, perfected soon after the Battle 
of Kaiser’s Doom, was a new mode of travelling. The Merrimac had 



its Monitor, the sailboat its steamship, the trolley car its jitney bus, 
and now the railroad — the caterpillar tractor. Tracks were eliminated. 
These tractors could journey over any sort of surface. We later learned 
that the man to whom civilization was indebted for the perfection of 
such a mode of travelling was Harold Stanley, a noteworthy engineer. 

It was after a long and weary journey that we reached Portugal. 

| One sultry night we brought up at Coimbra, the great university town. 

Wc learned from the Dean of the University that Rose Gray belonged 
to the faculty, teaching in the department of Domestic and Foreign 
Sciences. We proceeded to Lisbon and were delighted at its splendor. 
While strolling around the boulevards, we met Morris Kaplan, captain 
of the great vessel Comeaboard, voyaging from Portugal to America. 
We secured tickets from Morris. As the ship was to sail on the mor- 
row we had to make the most of our time in Portugal. One great sign 
attracted our attention, 

MADAME CHARLOTTE STORY 
GENT’S METALLIC CLOTHING 
Guaranteed Against Corrosion or Tarnishing 
Cash or Credit 

What a golden opportunity to get attired almost free of charge! 
We told the proprietor, who didn’t recognize us, that we were American 
tourists, and that we should like to purchase clothing on the installment 
plan. You know what that is, ‘‘Little down, nothing a weel^.” She 
agreed and we became the proud possessors of fine clothes in spite of 
their stiffness. 

The next day we sailed. On board, we met George Necktie Perra, 
the wireless operator. Among the other officers, we saw Mansfield, whose 
chief duty was to be on the alert for stray submarines, which he was 
collecting for the ‘‘Museum des Deutches Kulturs” established at 
Raynham by Marion and Beatrice, The Tauntonian Kings. The third 
day out George received % a S. O. S. call. We hastened to the rescue. 
Upon boarding the steamer which had sent out the call, we found that 
it was facing a shortage of fuel. Half of its so-called coal, which had 
been purchased from Arthur Staples, was non-combustible slate. The 
Captain of the vessel confided to us that the ship was loaded with exiled 
suffragettes. Among these, the most notorious were Mary and Mildred 
Nichols and Laurel Pratt. There was a great deal of babble going on 
and it was apparent that something was disturbing their cerebellums. 
Listening more attentively, we heard them discussing the last meeting 
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of the Cohannet Order of Spinisters, whose illustrious and worthy 
president was Elizabeth Brady. I overheard Mildred Nichols asking 
Mary Nichols why a dog walks twice around a mat before lying down. 

“Don’t know,” replied Mary. 

“I am surprised to find you so stupid, Mary. Don’t you know 
that ‘One good turn deserves another’?” 

After busybodying about the ship, we boarded our own boat and 
our rough passage ended one clear, refreshing morning at Boston. 
Whom should we meet but Malcolm Sheppard whose cap betrayed his 
office. He was performing his duties as a custom-house officer and in- 
spected our property. We left the quay and started for the nearest 
subway station, in order to take a trip through the lower world. At 
the booth, we met Ellen Ryan who, because we were classmates, gave us 
free subway tickets. Within the booth we noticed this sign: “Drink 
Dr. Cat Boylan’s cheero-spirit. It will relieve all pains by its fatal 
properties. After you have tried it, recommend it to your friends.” 

We boarded the subway car and rode to the limit where Moore’s 
Opera House was situated. At first the name didn’t convey much to 
me but I later found out that the manager was an old classmate of mine. 
A great program was on. It was an aeroplane show at submarine 
prices. The first person to appear was Mil. Ella Crowninshield, the 
1938 Wonder and Greatest Monotone Singer. Doris Birtwell, our 
Junior Class Play Star, sang in the purest falsetto the latest hit on 
Broadway, “THE CONFEDERATE SOLDIER WHO WORE A 
UNION SUIT.” Next to go on was “Albert Seekell, the inventor of 
the violin-banjo who played from the works of the Great Composer and 
Cover Designer, Janet Briggs.” The feature act was entitled “THE 
GIANT AND THE PYGMY.” I am positive that I saw Douglas 
Head playing the role of the Giant, while Harold Dickerman, to our 
great surprise, acted honorably and well, the part of the pygmy. 

The show over, we proceeded on our promenade of the city. After 
walking a few blocks, we noticed a sign before us that read “KOFF & 
KRAMP, DRUGGISTS, THE TWO DEANS, SUCCESSORS.” 
This was the last vocation that, in my mind, Miriam and Ramona 
would resort to. 

We strolled on until we were accosted by newsboys shouting their 
wares. We bought THE HERRING CITY TRIBUNE edited by 
Joseph Maxwell, who had for his assistant the intelligent Grace McGinn, 
manager of the society page. The first news to attract our attention 
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was that of the discovery of the Elixir of Perpetual Life by the renowned 
Dr. William McCarthy, alias I. O. Dine, assisted by the great philospher 
Janies Cleary, alias Theophilus Nutt. The next interesting item was 
about a speech, to be delivered at the Penny Arcadium on the all im- 
portant subject of “HOW FLIES CAN WALK UPSIDE DOWN ON 
THE CEILING WITHOUT GETTING A HEADACHE” by Psycho- 
logist Fred Hallahan. 

Certainly times had changed. I read on. “The great campaign 
for mayor is now on in full force, the most powerful candidates being 
Joseph Casella, Esq., and Stuart Robertson, Ph. D. A great rally will 
be held in the fountain on Taunton Green.” What a golden opportunity 
to see and hear Joe and Stu. 

We were nt>w beginning to feel the pangs of hunger so we entered 
the “EATWELL” cafe owned and run by Florence Robinson. Music 
was furnished with the meals and I was surprised to see Catherine 
Crowell disturbing the piano keys. Julia Moran played the ukelele. 
We sat down after looking over the guests, among whom we saw Or- 
mond Leonard, who was plunged into deep conversation with William 
Rogers on the question of the jitney bus express. Seated at a table on 
our right, Doris Hathaway and Marion Cahill were discussing the latest 
fad in hobble waists and low skirts. After a little waiting, we were 
attended by a sweet, young damsel, who proved to be Annie Berman. 
When she handed me the menu I pointed to a rather long, foreign word 
and asked for two plates. 

“I’m sorry, Morris,” said Annie, “but the orchestra is playing 
that now.” 

The next place we approached was 

PIERCE’S EMPORIUM, 

Successor to Hardup & Co. 

From the tale told by the signs, we interpreted that Pierce must be an 
importer of Paris gowns. We mustered up courage to enter. Many 
people were inside, all gazing on two human fashion plates, whom we 
recognized as Kathryn Kerr and Ella Rafter. In a remote corner of 
the store Molly Pla,ce was entertaining the customers with her latest 
phase of St. Vitus dance. 

We left the store and made our way along the boulevard. Our 
attention was attracted by a rattling car entitled “NON-STOP” driven 
by Samuel Nelson. We beckoned him to halt. I inquired into his 
business and found that he was an errand boy sent out by the Indepen- 
dent Order of Gossipers at Berkeley to buy newspapers not obtainable 
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in their locality. He mentioned as some of the members, Gertrude 
Goldstein and Hilda Cushman. The Grand Mistress of this organiza- 
tion was Helen Flangheddy. 

“That’s some name your car has,” said Rosa. “Who thought of 
christening a car with such a name?” 

Sammy answered, “A contest was held for the best name and 
Lillian Sacoder contributed this one. She had had long experience 
in calling her neighbors names.” 

As we proceeded on our way, our attention was drawn to a large 
crowd. We stepped nearer, and in the centre of an intellectual mob 
Jenny Driscoll was auctioning off her Latin translation of “OVER THE 
TOP. Jenny assured her audience that Latin always relieved her 
tooth-ache because it made her fall asleep. 

Night coming on, we ventured into a more remote district for a 
nocturnal stroll. We had gone some distance when the sound of a 
guitar was heard. A serenader! Blake Dean, his eyes glued to a slim 
figure in a window!! The silhouette spelled Dorothy Knox. 

The next day we visited the Alice Carney Institute for Deaf and 
Dumb Women. Muriel Baker, the physical instructor, and her assis- 
tant, Marion Atwood, welcomed us. Muriel told us that in the gym- 
nasium equipment were numerous dumb belles. 

After our chat with Muriel we took the train for Taunton. The 
road lay through a number of farms, and in one field Conductor Fred 
Lyons pointed out to us John Kandarian planting banana trees. A 
little farther along the route, Bessie Miller was engaged in the gentle 
art of milking a cow. Just, then the train ran over something rough and 
gave us a terrible shaking up. Rosa felt wounded. A peanut seller, 
Charlotte Francis, advised Rosa that he must lodge complaints against 
the road with its president, Ralph O’Sullivan, not later than three days 
after the bump was received. 

“Where is the President?” roared Rosa. 

Charlotte whimsically answered, “You’re on his track, now.” 

We disembarked at Whittenton Junction, a station which surely 
resembled the old Central Station. After an inquiry we soon learned 
that it had been bequeathed to the North End after the new depot had 
been erected through the voluntary donations of the populace headed 
by Helen Boyd. 

Longing for spring water, we immediately headed towards the 
Sabbatia Park Rendcz-vous. The new street nomenclature misguided 
us, but following an old cow path which I used to tread in my Tom 
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Sawyer days we finally arrived. 

What an evolution! I was positive I needed an optician for there 
before us was a magnificient park over the entrance of which read in 
gold letters “CLARK’S SKYLARK PARK.” I knew that Lorine’s 
one ambition was to put Taunton on the map. We entered. Sadie 
Cowin was riding to and fro in a horseless Flivver. The car told the 
story. She was Director-General of it all. Marjory Morton on a soap 
box was lecturing on the “ADVISABILITY OF TAKING SUN BATHS 
AT NIGHT.” Mary Turner contented herself with passing around 
the tambourine. 

“Come this way. See the only living statue in captivity, brought 
over from Squawbetty by the aviatrix, Helen Burt!” shouted a fakir. 

But we had no time for these trifles and we boarded the Taunton 
Elevated for City Square. Gladys Miller occupied advertising space 
in the car exploiting “THE FRAGRANT ESSENCE MADE FROM 
HYDROGEN SULPHIDE AND SULPHUR DIOXIDE.” Surely 
chemistry had helped her. 

Towards 2 p. m., we entered the Metropolis of Taunton which was 
in a turmoil, for a great law case was pending. Hannah Walton was 
sueing Hazel Strange for alienating the affections of her pet dog. Doris 
Haskins, the chief witness for the plaintiff, claimed that Hazel had won 
the love of the dog by giving it a piece of war steak. Lawyer George B. 
Tracy, of the law office of E. Burke and E. Burke, owing to his Cicer- 
onian speech won the case, and in compensation for his excellent services 
was allowed to hold the paw of the disputed dog for five minutes. 

Just then a peal of thunder burst over the court-house. Every- 
thing was thrown into confusion. In a moment the building vanished. 
We were no longer princesses our pockets full of money. We were 
back in the old cave with our weird Sister Edith again. With her was 
Bradford Oxnard, who told Edith that the mouth-piece of his cornettino 
had been stolen and he wished the assistance of witchcraft in locating 
its whereabouts. We made a quick exit. For us the jig was up, but 
surely it was not for nothing that we had parted with our two good 
lunch-room checks. 
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7E, the Class of 1918 of the Taunton High School, being of 
unusually sound mind and clear and retentive memory, but 
knowing the uncertainty of graduation and the certainty of 
exams, make this instrument as and for our last will and 
testament; and hereby revoke all previous wills and codicils to the 
contrary heretofore made. 

First: To the fortunate students behind who have suffered with 
us the long and tedious meanderings up and down the lime-perfumed 
corridors, we bequeath what is left of the old building, on condition 
that the said students shall make a pilgrimage to the building every 
year on Graduation Day and shall repeat these sacred words: “That 
this building might be, 1918 suffered.” 

Second : To the Class of 1919 we bequeath the opportunities of 
graduating in honorable, Hooverized, war-time suits of chee.se cloth 
and paper. 


Third : To the Class of 1920, we bequeath the unlimited use of 
the new athletic field which we have been able to acquire by the sale of 
this journal. 


Fourth: To the Freshman class of 1921 we bequeath the easy 
task of winning another Brockton game, the right to wear green neck- 
ties, and anything unnamed in this will which Macomber will take in 
hock. 


Fifth : To the teachers who have been bothered by our dullness 
and who have bothered us with their jokes, we leave our heartfelt thanks 
and the net receipts of the Brockton game plus all our uncashed checks. 

Sixth : We, the aforesaid class, do devise and dispose of the follow- 
ing personal effects, to wit; 


R. Arkanase: — My cosy seat among the girls to Benjamin Zacks T9. 

Marion Atwood: — My knowledge of Latin to Doris Chase ’20. To Helen 
Hubbard T9 my hook in the dressing room and ad- 
vice that she be careful what she leaves in her 
pockets. 


Muriel Baker:— My black velour hat to Esther Lincoln ’21 in case any 
light-fingered senior pilfers hers. 

Ruth Bassett: — My vocabulary used when the shift key sticks during 
speed tests to Madeline Babbitt T9. My pleasure 
in arriving at school at 7 :15 to Gladys Babbitt ’21. 

Doris Birtwell: — My curly bangs to “Babe” Leonard T9. My “crumby” 
knitting bag for junk to “Pinky” MacDonald T9. 


Elizabeth Brady: — My stray hairpins that I always don’t have to K. 

King T9. 

Janet Briggs My lunch room pudding dish — if it isn’t worn out — to 
Helen Hubbard T9. 

Natalie Briggs:— My bow tie to “Dot” Lincoln ’20. My coat (sweater) 
of many colors to Alice Gregg. 

Helen Burt: — My ability to answer all questions in English to Mildred 
Davis ’20. 

Norma Cady: — My extreme punctuality at all times and particularly in 
the morning to Ruth Hubbard ’20. My bright re- 
marks in bookkeeping to Ruth Pepper T9. 

-Sadie Cowin: My love of study and theme writing to Miriam Cran- 
nage T9. 

Catherine Crowell:- My standing room in the East Taunton car to 
K. King T9, and the black board in Room 14 to 
anyone who chooses to take Advanced Algebra. 

Ella Crowninshi eld: — M y happy resting place in the frigid zone of Room 
15 to Florence Gaffney -T9. 

Edith Culver: — The joys of my secretarial duties to H. Hubbard T9 and 
my sudden plunge from the general to college course 
to anyone looking for amusement. 

Hilda Cushman: — My freckles and superfluous brains to “Dot” Ogg T9. 
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Alicia Davis: To Helen Rafter ’20 the shivers I experience when I 
give an oral theme. 

Blake Dean:— To those Freshmen that need it I bequeath my super- 
fluous height. 

Miriam Dean:— My extra fine English marks to Mildred Ashley 19. 

Harold Dick erm an:— My ability to ask foolish questions to Hughes 19. 

The space I occupy to anyone who thinks he is 
big enough. 

II. Dudley:— My unusual ability in making friends to the Kaiser. He’ll 
need it. 

G. Francis: -My superfluous fat to Marguerite Mason ’20. My stool 
next the cream bowl to “Pinky” MacDonald. 

Leslie Goff:— My extraordinary success with girls, and my belief that 
variety is the spice of life to “Dicky” Willis 19. My 
spats and wrist-watch to Busiere 19. 

Gertrude Goldstein: — My brilliancy in Commercial law to Goldstein, 21. 

Doris Haskins: — My beautiful color when 1 get up to recite to M. 
Washburn ’21. 

Doris Hathaway: — My pet side curls to Hilda MacCallum ’20. 

G. Horton: My old white mare to some sophie who wants to travel fast. 

John Kandarian:— My newly cleaned and pressed Ingersoll to Noyes 19. 

M. Kaplan: — My place in Mr. Walker’s affections to any industrious 
Junior. 

Dorothy Knox: My well studied “Virgil” to Helen Read 19 provided 
she promises not to wear it out. 

M. Klein: — My propensity to start arguments with the faculty to D. 
Guthrie 19. 
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0. Leonard: — My nervousness and ability to forget the next command in 
battalion parade to next year’s adjutant. 

Beatrice Lockhart: — My place on the absent list to D. Shaw 19. 

Gladys Miller: — My bow tie and Buster Brown collar to Margaret 
Lane 19. 

II. Moore: — My love for Shakespeare and ability to translate his works 
to Atherton Crowell. 

W. Mansfield: — My best wishes for a merry Christmas and a happy 
New Year to those poor souls who must linger an- 
other year in the hallowed halls of T. H. S. 

Francis Murdock: — My old pink shirt to “Young Baldy” Hathaway ’21. 

Sam Nelson: — I will not. Also my four tragic years in T. H. S. to any 
poor freshman who wishes to become acquainted with 
the faculty. My luxuriant crop of auburn hair to 
Prof. “ ” who, I think, needs it. 

Bradford Orxnard: — My important position as leader of the Jazz band 
in Room 17 to Woolley ’20. 

George Perm: — My empty vaseline jars, toothless combs, and worn 
out brushes to Bourne 19. 

Edwin Pierce: — My O’Sullivan rubber heels to “Bill” Hodges 19. 

C. Stuart Robertson: — The offices I missed to Willis and Guthrie 19, 
My pipe and “Fats” to Phillips ’21. My 
ability to bowl to Earl Mader 19. 

Florence Robinson: — My salaried position at the lunch counter at recess 
to Ruth Pepper 19. 
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Manuel Rosa: My position as class jester to Carpenter '19. My 
knowledge of the fourth dimension to Curtis Kings 
bury 19. My marvelous formula and enviable pro- 
cess for the extraction of sweet essence of H*S0 4 
and glue to “Bill” Bennett 19. 

Elene Ryan: My ability as a back seat warmer to Ellen O’Connor 19. 

M. K. Sheppard: My old safety razor blades used in vain to “Bill” 
Bennett ’19. 

Arthur Staples: My ability to write and spell to whoever is jealous of it. 

Charlotte Story:— My seat in the “sewing circle” in Room 14 to Helen 
Lapham ’20. 

Hazel Strange:— All my brains to Dorothy Day ’20. 

Hannah Walton: My jovial spirit to whoever occupies my seat. 

Irene Webster : All my botanical specimens which I have worn after a 
careful inspection of parts etc., to Margaret Walton 
19. My long lost french idiom book to whatever 
junior finds it. 

Harrison White:— My never-failing ability to start a conversation at 
exactly the wrong moment in Mr. Walker’s room to 
Winthrop Wilbur ’20. 

Helen Flangheddy:— My clean desk to Veronica Farley ’19. 

Morris Klein:^- My privilege of going to Latin once a week and then 
passing, to any hard working Junior. 

William Rogers:— My distinctive hair and nick-name to “Stew” Mader 
19’. All trial balance differences to George Clark. 



Kappa Phi Delta: — To the Kappa Phi Delta of 1919, we will our ability 
for preparing and our unlimited capacity for de- 
vouring the “eats” at the irregular meetings of 
our noble order. 

Signed and delivered this day in the presence of: 

MARK TWAIN, 

GEORGE M. COHAN, 

MIKE SACKS. 
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THE BLACK PEARL 

BY C. STUART ROBERTSON 

® E were cruising off Ceylon on the British cutter, the “Leopard’ 
trying to catch some German crooks who were running the 
slickest ivory and opium smuggling game we have ever tried 
to break up, when wc got our first tip as to the place where 
the drug was showing its effects. We headed for the port and three 
days later landed at Coringa. 

It was a one-horse Indian village which in spite of its mud and 
heat was daily attracting more people than would commonly be inter- 
ested in the town. Our trick was to pretend we were traders in search 
of the dope and bribe the natives to tell us the secret. The first day 
after docking, as I strolled along the main street, I noticed a Malay 
woman sauntering lazily along with several other women. Why I 
noticed her especially I cannot say unless it was that she wore a strange 
woven shawl over her shoulders and that she flashed mysterious, darting 
glances from side to side. She soon mingled with the crowd and was 
lost sight of. I called at a curio shop and returned to my ship. 

“Jack, my boy, I’ve got a trace of the clay,’’ shouted Captain 
Dunham as I boarded the cutter. “Yep, I was loading a fresh supply 
of water about an hour ago when one of the coolies flumped. I hurried 
over to see what caused the disturbance and, on searching him I found 
two safety-match boxes with the stuff inside. The bazaar up the street 
is the only place you can get matches so I guess it’s up to you to spring 
the Sherlocko game.” 

I took the tip and was soon stationed on the corner, trading beads 
and trinkets to a small crowd of Indian women and children when I 
saw her again. As she played with my bright colored wares she seemed 
strangely delighted, and it was this childish delight that moved me to 
give her a cheap coral necklace. She went away happy, mumbling 
something about a reward. 

The next day when the brain-drugging sun made talking a labor 
and most of the men were trying to sleep in their water-soaked sheets, 
a deck-hand came aft. 
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“Hy, Mr. Jack, ” shouted he, “I would try not to bother you but 
there be a sure crazy Indian squaw, at the gang-plank that is some 
excited about seeing you.” 

Grumbling I went down. Imagine my surprise when I beheld my 
friend of yesterday, nervously fidgeting with something in her hand. 

“Well, Mary Fickford, what do you want?” 

“Dis little ting I give to you as -thanks,” she stammered and 
placed a weirdly carved ivory box in my hand. “If you keep dis you 
will be very lucky but let no other try to take or — bah — he be dead.” 

When I looked up after trying to open the box, she was gone. 

Within the box lay a large, perfect, black pearl! Two hours later 
I arrested the two bazar keepers in the act of selling the dope. My 
stranger was right: the black pearl had brought me luck. 

With our smugglers we set sail for England. We had been out only 
a day when a steward, who was ostensibly cleaning my stateroom, was 
about to conceal my pearl in his turban when I came into the room. Two 
days later a sailor, while repairing the main-sail, dropped his hatchet 
51 . v which cut the steward so badly that he died the next day. 

When we arrived in London, Captain Dunham invited me to stay 
a week at his home. The first night he gave a reception to the officers 
of the “Leopard” with their wives and friends. It was here I met 
Macdonald, a fine young chap who was worrying over his financial 
affairs. As I showed the curio to the guests, I noticed his remarkable 
interest in the gem. 

I placed the box over the fire-place in the den, dallied over an ice 
or two, and chatted idly with old-time friends. The guests left early, 
and I went to bed and was soon soundly sleeping. 

I do not know how long I had been asleep when I was awakened 
by a cry. I slipped on my gown and hurried down stairs to the den. 
There stood Captain Dunham, deathly pale, a small automatic in his 
right hand. As I came into the room he cried, 

“My God, Jack, I’ve killed Macdonald.” 

Macdonald in his evening clothes lay dead on the rug. The bullet 
had made a little hole above his heart killing him instantly. On the 
floor was the ivory box empty. Stooping over, I noticed that Mac- 
donald’s hand was tightly closed. I pried the fingers open and there 
lay the Black Pearl. 
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BY MARJORIE A. MORTON 



iHE June wind smelled of bursting flowers and the reeking 
tonic of new-laid tar. Through the darkness the gnarled 
silhouettes of trees loomed, as if painted along the horizon; 
and a mist was rolling up from the west. Along the road 
that twinkled white at intervals wherever a lamp-post kept guard, two 
objects glided smoothly with noiseless rapidity. The street was else- 
where deserted. 

Isn t it still?” said Sibyl. “Say, Bob, I wonder how late it is? 

I believe it’s too late to begin a visit Billy and her mother may be 

abed. Everyone sleeps in the country.” 

“Really?” marvelled her brother, “I shouldn’t' think they’d let 
themselves form such habits. But it isn’t late. If we’re home by 
half past nine, Mother won’t worry.” 

There w r as a comfortable pause in the conversation, filled with the 
hum of the bicycle-tires. Houses were scarce, but the darkness was 
thickly tenanted with busy wild things. Then the bicycles flashed 
around a bend and sped for a huge bulk of blackness that towered in a 
shadowy grove. There was no sign of a light. Sibyl breathed a little 
faster than their pace would necessitate. 

“It looks pretty fearsome, doesn't it? I never realized what a big 
house it is,” she whispered. 


“It isn’t,” her brother comforted. “The shadow is what is big.” 

“1 should think there’d be a light at the front door,” Sibyl com- 
plained. “One might break one’s neck in this blackness. Can you 
find the gate? 

They swung into the drive. Their headlights shot forth into the 
blackness, and the gravel crunched beneath their wheels. The place 
was certainly dark. 

Bob offered further comfort. 

“I think there is shady work going on,” he suggested in a frozen 

stage whisper. “Old man T should say, Mr. Bolton is pretty well 

off, you know. No doubt robbers have broken in, cut off the light and 
telephone connections, seized Billy by her lovely red hair 



“Oh, do be still,” shivered Sibyl dismounting and propping up her 
bicycle against a tree. Bob turned off the lights, and they crept noise- 
lessly up the path. Sibyl’s hand sought her brother’s sleeve. They 
breasted and passed the baywindows, then the corner of the house, and 
finally stood opposite the back ell. It was everywhere a wall of black- 
ness. 

Bob stopped, and stared at the unresponsive house. “It’s strange 
where'everybody is, ”he said. Then he whistled softly in bewilderment. 
An instant later an answering whistle signalled from the vague depths 
of the backyard. Sibyl felt Bob’s arm muscle stiffen. 

“I — I believe it is burglars,” she hazarded. Bob stood perfectly 
rigid. The wind brought the wkistle again. Then Bob began a slow 
and detoured retreat. Sibyl followed, clinging to his arm. They had 
backed so for perhaps five yards, when the whistle quavered a third 
time, and near at hand Bob halted with a suddenness that nearly 
threw Sibyl from her feet. 

In the grass a hundred insects chanted; the wind breathed plain- 
tively through the branches overhead; and far away a dog yelped. 
Suddenly Bob dropped to the ground, and Sibyl followed suit. Then 

across the piazza steps a light flickered only a moment but long 

enough to tell the watchers that a man with a flashlight stood in the 
vicinity of the piazza. A moment later they distinctly heard his steps 
on the drive. The flashlight pierced the darkness again, throwing a 
creamy-blossomed hydranga into sharp relief, and glinting across a bit 
of the gravel. 

“Bob! He’s coming right at us,” Sibyl ventured timidly. 

“Oh, it may be a pillow-case party or a new kind of J une-box,” Bob 
answered with a boy’s matter-of-factness. “The only trouble is, we 
haven’t been invited.” 

The man, guided perhaps by some faint breath of their whispering, 
directed his attention toward the tree behind which they had dropped. 
An instant later Sibyl’s eyes smarted with the glare of the flashlight 
turned into them. As suddenly the glare moved to her brother’s face. 
Sibyl strained her eyes to see who was behind the light, but could get 
no idea of the man’s features. Then from the depths of shadow a voice 
spoke. 

“It’s a fine way to act, if you want to see the inside of a cell,” it 
remarked in casual tones. 

“I do not understand you,” said Bob stiffly, “you’ll have to explain 
yourself.” 
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“It’s not me but you who’ll have to explain, and more’n you want 
to before the judge,” the voice answered. “I’ve been sent here to 
get some thieves. There’s been a burglary at this house. What are 
you hiding behind a tree for, if you’re nice genteel friends of the family?” 
As Bob was not at all sure why he was hiding, he grew chagrined. But 
Sibyl had an inspiration. 

“Just take us in to the people who live in this house,” she pleaded 
mustering her courage. “If Mr. Bolton says we’re not his friends, you 
may take us anywhere you like.” 

“Grand idea,” scoffed the voice, “seeing Mr. Bolton nor anv of his 
folks aren’t at home, and you know it. But if there’s a whole pile you 
don’t understand, perhaps the judge can make you see things plainer.” 

Sibyl was unpleasantly aware of a small glittering circle thrust 
suddenly through the rays of the light. A decided chill wriggled icily 
up her spine, and she followed Bob. The man interposed. He pre- 
ferred that she go first and that Bob follow her. No one felt in the 
mood to object and after they had gone a few paces the man turned off 
his light. 

Sibyl had some difficulty in locating the trees where their bicycles 
were propped. After some wandering she approached the black out- 
line of the gate. Without warning it opened, and three shadowy forms 
slipped through it. Neither Bob nor their captor apparently noticed 
them. When Sibyl stopped, their captor, watching Bob, spoke. 

“You left some bikes here,” he surprised them by saying, “get hold 
of them and then vanish as quick as you know how out that gate.” 

After groping about several minutes, Bob came in violent contact 
with the handlebar of his prostrate bicycle. He came to his knees 
with a partially smothered exclamation. All at once the world seemed 
chaos. 

On all sides loomed dark forms. Sibyl realized that a terrific 
scuffle was taking place. A revolver whirled from the mass and collided 
sharply with her foot. She picked it up mechanically, and saw a sudden 
upheaval in the struggling clump of men. One form flashed from the 
midst and with astonishing rapidity reached the gate. 

“Stop him! Shoot him!” several voices ordered wildly. Dis- 
tinctly the voice of their late captor sent back a mocking invitation 
from the other side of the gate. 

“Stop me! Shoot me!” it jeered, and all was silent. Sibyl handed 
the revolver to Bob, who had recovered his feet. He cocked it and waited. 



An excited clamor rose on the policeman’s departure. Suddenly 
one of the men caught sight of Bob and Sibyl. 

“Who arc you?” he demanded. “Hi, Jim! Here’s another of 
them!” 

“Another!” said a familiar voice. Then Sibyl had her second in- 
spiration. With a warming click her bicycle light flashed into life, 
illuminating the little drama. Bob was pointing the revolver at Mr. 
Bolton, and in the background Jack Bolton and two policeman hovered 
aimlessly. Bob dropped his right arm, Mr. Bolton opened his mouth, 
Jack said “Bob French!” under his breath. Then Bob spoke. 

“What’s all this mean anyway?” he asked with indignation. 
“Where’s the policeman that got us?” 

“Policeman?” said Mr. Bolton, “that got you?” 

“He thought we were burglars,” Bob explained. “He said he had 
been sent to take some burglars that had broken into this house. I 
mean the man who just ran down to the gate.” 

“Policeman!” shouted one of the blue-coated officials. “Police- 
man! Young man, that fellow is the slickest rogue this side of Sing- 
Sing!” 

Bob stared. 

Mr. Bolton attempted explanation. “Jack and I went off this 
evening, leaving my wife and Billy alone with the servants. This gang 
must have known it. Billy saw a man come into the entry, but in the 
dark she didn t let him know it. She locked the entry door, turned off 
the lights, telephoned to me and to the police. You see the police and 
I arrived just in time to witness Friend Burglar’s departure.” 

Five minutes later the brother and sister were purring along the 
home road. Suddenly from far out on the horizon two long, deliberated 
strokes of the curfew sounded through the purple stillness of the night. 
Bob grinned, and Sibyl laughed. 

What did I tell you? asked Bob with a note of triumph. “It’s 
just nine o’clock. Mother won’t be worrying.” 
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KULTUR 


BY HAROLD DUDLEY 


BY NORMA A. CADY 


I love the deep roll 

And the thundering boom 

As the billows break on the grey wall, 

The bracing salt spray, 

And the freshening breeze, 

And the grandeur of God over all. 

I love the loud scream 
Of the white winged gull, 

And the splash as he dives for his prey; 
And the spreading white sails 
Of the square-rigged ship 
As it leaps and falls back on its way. 

I wonder if when 
I am shrivelled and old, 

And my heart is not gushing and red, 

If all of my love 

For the deep-rolling sea 

Will forever be stagnant and dead. 

Or shall I pass on 

With a steadier love 

And a prayer for the rolling main? 

Oh ! may my black soul 

Of its blackness be cleansed 

And descend to the seas again ! 


GHT, and all was quiet in No Man’s Land, that strip of 
ruin and desolation in France, for the possession of which 
thousands have shed blood. Overhead, the moon shone 
fitfully through the swift-moving clouds. A lone sentry 
stood on guard, his eyes straining watchfully into the night, every sense 
alert. He had heard a faint sound out beyond the wall of darkness — 
a sound so faint that it might have passed for a breath of wind, and 
would have meant nothing to one who knew nothing of modern warfare. 
He could distinguish only the barbed wire entanglements on one side and 
the black shadows of the night on the other. Nothing happened, how- 
ever, and he resumed his all-night watch. 

Again came the sound, this time louder and nearer, and again he 
bent low to peer intently around him. There was a sudden rush and 
some thing hurled itself silently and swiftly Upon him. Summoning all 
his strength he grappled desperately with the indistinct form that 
fought wuth the fury of a demon. The footing in the mud was treacher- 
ous, and he heard a suppressed exclamation of disgust as his antagonist 
slipped and fell heavily to the ground. Taking advantage of this, the 
sentry promptly sat on him. His captive struggled in vain and finally 
became quiet. 

There was a brief silence, then “Say, who are you, anyhow and 
what do you want?” the sentry demanded. 

There was no answer save an unintelligible grunt. 

“Not sociable, huh? Perhaps you don’t “savez” United States. 
Well, it doesn’t matter; only for once, I’d like to tell a Boche what I 
think of him. 

“Oh, don’t stop on ,my account,” the prisoner answered unexpected- 
ly in perfectly good English. “I couldn’t speak the first time because 
you happened to be choking me.” 

The curtain of clouds parted and the moonlight shone directly 
upon his face as he grinned cheerfully up at this astonished captor. 
“Say you’re no feather weight,” the Boche went on, ‘‘Why don’t you 
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give the alarm signal right now? You’ll have to do it sooner or later, 
and this suspense is not my idea of bliss.” 

“But,” the sentry blurted, “you’re no Boche!” 

“There you’re wrong,” the other corrected, “I am.” 

“But how — you talk English as well as I.” 

“Thanks! That reflects credit upon America’s prep, schools and 
colleges.” 

Again the moon broke through the clouds and again the sentry 
looked, — this time curiously, searchingly; and yet again, more unbe- 
lievingly as the seconds Avent by. Recognition slowly dawned in the 
eyes of the Boche. 

“Carl Von Knocdler!” gasped the sentry. 

“Dick Gardner!” breathed the Boche. 

Neither spoke for several seconds because flashing through their 
minds were pictures of their college days when they took the same 
course at Dartmouth, belonged to the same frat, made the varsity foot- 
ball, and were always, always pals. Then had come Commencement 
and Germany’s declaration of war, and after that a curt and abrupt note 
which had summoned Von Knoedler back to the Fatherland. 

Then the realization of their positions and the inevitable fate of 
Von Knoedler made the American boy turn cold with horror. At the 
thought a sickening chill ran through his frame 

“Good God! Von, I can’t give you up as a German spy,” he 
groaned . 

“You’ve got to, Dick,” said Von Knoedler calmly, “this is war.” 

“Yes, I have got to,” muttered Gardner, and he jumped hurriedly 
to his feet. 

Quick as a flash, a long steel knife in a German hand was buried 
to its hilt in a khaki back. 


In the morning a Red Cross detachment found a lone outpost sen- 
try murdered. They could understand the evident treachery — oh yes, 
very well indeed — but not the expression on the dead boy’s face. 


Fairsf Aid <n>m a Street Car 


l.!Y W ILLIAM N. MANSFIELD 



ISS Mary Jane Simpson dropped her mixing spoon and 
stopped to listen intently. “I do believe that clock has 
stopped,” she said. “Well, T .suppose it’s about time. 1 
bought it the year Uncle Ezra died in ’99. Sakes alive how 
time does fly; No, it's really ten minutes to two. Guess I’ve got to 
hop round to get that car.” Aunt Mary prided herself on three things: 
her cooking, her knitting — she was working on the third sweater for 
that, week — and her punctuality. In less time than it takes to tell it 
she was dressed with three minutes to spare. Then she was off for a 
Red Cross meeting. 


The cross town car was filled with people one always sees on a 
cross towm car, and nowhere else on earth. There was the thin, staid 
old lady reading Pater; the plump, “quarter-deck ’’old gentleman with 
white rabbit whiskers and tan spats fortified with the Transcript; 
the trig city men with their green satchels, and the shopping ladies with 
their leather bags; the pretty, tired woman with five bundles, three 
children, and a canary bird ; and the calm, frizzed lady who was trying, 
patiently, to keep an indignant cat within an open-mesh bag. Aunt 
Mary took them all in with a glance and then calmly proceeded to knit. 

Presently three boys entered. The youngest of the trio, a kinky, 
red-headed chap, who wore a little brown cap, was every inch a sopho- 
more. He looked fagged and pale and kept strapping and unstrapping 
his books. His two companions whispered in low worried tones. 
As Mary looked up from her knitting she noticed the boy’s nervousness. 
“Hmm,” she thought, “he’s peaked, been studyin’ late nights. I’d like 
to give him an egg-nog and beef-juice. It’s sinful how they overwork 
the poor children in high school and college now r -a-days.” 

As she was nearing Church Street she signaled the conductor. 
The sophomore got up with her. Then, suddenly, over his fair young 
face there flashed a look of wild agony and he lurched forward to the 
floor. To tell what happened in the next few minutes is like telling a 
hideous nightmare. Everybody looked alarmed. The thin, staid lady 
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dropped Pater, and took refuge beside a plumber on the back platform. 
The tired woman grabbed the bundles and the canary and streaked out 
thru the door with her howling charges bringing up the rear. The 
frizzed lady dropped her bagful of cat, and leaped screaming upon the 
seat. And no wonder for the poor, maniac boy was actually clawing 
at her ankles! With a snarl the madman rolled over and clutched the 
legs of the fat old gentleman who tucked his spatted feet under him, 
and then, as the danger appeared more imminent, jumped up, and tried 
to get out of the window. However, as the window was but half open 
he succeeded only in getting his head and shoulders out, leaving his tan 
spats waving behind him. 

“It’s one of Archie’s seizures!” groaned the biggest boy. He 
leaned over the moaning, writhing shape and tried to lift it. “Help me 
carry him! Won’t somebody move! Get him out into the air!!!” 

Nobody listened. The old gentleman was tearing down Church 
street like a terrified cow. The Calm, staid lady was hugging the cat, 
and the thin lady was still embracing the plumber. 

Only Aunt Mary had any presence of mind. “What does ail him?” 
she cried. “Spasms?” 

“Fits!” replied the older boy palely. “Third this week.” 

“Fits! The only one I ever saw was when a Persian kitten swal- 
lowed a live grasshopper.” 

Finally the plumber and the two boys carried the suffering lad 
from the spot where the car had ungraciously dumped him to a tiny 
park near-by and Aunt Mary presided over the situation. She took 
the poor fellow’s head in her lap and ordered the plumber to go to the 
nearest house and telephone for a doctor. The biggest boy ran round 
and round a big oak tree muttering, “Gee whiz! Think of his mother.” 
The other boy stood still and sniveled. 

“Won’t anybody help me?” groaned Aunt Mary. “Can’t we 
bring him to?” 

The thin lady produced a cough lozenge from the bottom of her 
bag, and the frizzed lady hung the bagful of cat on the fence and un- 
earthed a bottle of violet smelling-salts. 

“This case needs something stronger than smelling-salts; it needs 
brains,” flashed Aunt Mary. “Here boy, buck up, sprinkle a little 
water on his head. Easy, don’t drown him, there.” 

With a piteous moan the boy slowly opened his eyes. 

“Feeling better?” anxiously inquired Aunt Mary. 



But the poor, spent creature looked around with unseeing eyes. 
Then he began to sing. At first his words were unintelligible, though 
they sounded like a dirge in some dead language. But soon he changed 
into English and all crowded near to hear the poor boy sing softly: 

“There was a farmer’s daughter, 

Her name was Alice Brown ; 

Her father was the terror 
Of a small Italian town. 

Her mother was a foolish, 

Weak, but aimable old thing; 

But it isn’t of her parents 
That I’m going for to sing.” 

“What can he mean?” cried Aunt Mary, pallid. 

“It’s a lyric about his first love,” choked the biggest boy. 

“He wrote it sitting by her grave,” gulped the other, and he re- 
treated behind a large handkerchief. 

“No wonder he has fits,” sniffed Aunt Mary. “There, there. 
Don’t move, you poor boy.” 

The boy suddenly sat upright and with arms swinging like a thresher 
began to repeat : 

“Amos, amas, amat. The cat-can catch- the rat. Vooley voos 
ma dear? J’aime, tu aimes, il aims which gives a rhyme-to Mayme. 
Correct!” he concluded with a wan smile of triumph. 

“I told you he was studying too hard,” said Aunt Mary, sadly. 
“Just listen! He’s going over his lessons.” Then again he tumbled 
back in her arms. The Pater lady and the cat-woman clung to each 
other, white-lipped, but the plumber only blew his nose. 

“Can’t you open your eyes and speak? There’s a good boy,” tender- 
ly besought Aunt Mary. Slowly and feebly those dark eyes unclosed, 
and passionately the reply came: 

“Yes, for you — for you! Anything you ask, for you — are the only 
woman I ever 1 .” 

There was a thud, and a suggestion of muffled merriment. Aunt 
Mary, with a light of fury in her eyes unceremoniously dropped her 
patient’s head with a bump and rose in her wrath. 

“You needn’t run, you two!” she wrathfully exclaimed. “You’ll 
just explain what you imps mean by stampedin’ a whole carful of folks 
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and frightenin’ a fat gentleman into apoplexy and deceivin’ a respectable 
unmarried woman like me.” 

“Oh, oh, oh,” wailed the biggest boy, “we wouldn’t have carried 
it so far only 

‘ \ ou bi-bi-bit so beautifully,” interrupted the sophomore. “You 
sis-sis-swallowed the whole thing hook, bob, and sinker.” 

“Swallowed what?” 

A broad smile wreathed the face of the sophomore. “Wasn’t it 
corking though? Gee, I practiced it a week, especially the finale,” 
and the boy went into another spasm of laughing. 

Aunt Mary gazed with wide open mouth and eyes. “What is this 
all about?” 

kinally the biggest boy pulled himself together enough to tell the 
story. “You see Archie is doing a series of stunts. Tuesday, he re- 
cited a poem in the dining hall to the tune of soft boiled eggs and dishes 
of oatmeal. Wednesday, he did the “Highty Tighty Dance to a Mer- 
maid in front of University Hall. Thursday, in his pajamas in the 
church belfry, he sang “How Dry I Am.” This afternoon he had to 
throw a fit and he’s done it so well that we’ve decided he’s eligible for 
membership in Kappa Phi Delta.” 



P STATISTICS P 

• a 


WHO IN 1918 IS 
MOST POPULAR? 

E(ver-likable) Culver has such a monopoly of the votes of the class 
that -she has been on nearly every elected committee during the four 
years. 


MOST LIKELY TO SUCCEED? 

D(oing-it) E(energetic) Birtwell has succeeded in so many pro- 
fessional affairs already that it is hard to see how she can fail in any- 
thing. 


THE BIGGEST GRIND? 

M(oralizing) S(tudious) Klein has studied so hard that the 
Standard Oil Company has prohibited their dealers to deliver any more 
mid-night oil to him. 


THE MOST POETICAL? 

E(difying) E(merson) Pierce wins this in a walk having composed 
sonnets of love since he was four weeks old when he murmured, “Ed, 
bed.” 

(We may have a poor sense of humor but we are disappointed in 
the Class when it says that Cleary is a Longfellow.) - 


THE GREATEST BULLER? 

H(aranguing) A(rguing) Dickerman has always been known as the 
source of all information and B(ull-throwing) P(hilandering) Dean can 
sell tickets, ads, or anything. 
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? STATISTICS p 

BEST DRESSED? 

There was such a disagreement over this question we promised to 
print no names but really L(ady) Goff’s spats give him the honor among 
the fellows, and the girls — well we give up. 

MOST HUMQROIJS? 

S (areas tic) T(alking) Nelson wins this by his remarks in Rooms 14 
and 15. Anybody that has heard his stage whispers knows that Fred. 
Stone will soon be out of a job. 

THE LAZIEST? 

It is claimed that if Liberty Bonds were being given away in the 
next room H(urrying) Moore would starve to death. 

THE BEST ATHLETE? 

0(n top) Leonard and J (ust safe) A(t second) Horton are the only 
two candidates for this office. We have given the palm to both. 

THE BEST NATURED 

M(erry) Atwood has never scolded even a gold-fish while H(ilarious 
Strange has never been known to frown. 

WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE AMUSEMENT? 

It’s a toss-up between watching William S. at the Casino or getting 
fat on Peach Melbas at Leonard’s. Some of the class like Room 14 
afternoons. 



Don’t think our grinds are rather rough; 

They’re just our gentle way 
Of speaking all our love for you, 

And we don’t mean all we say. 

In reading them, there’s just one thing 
That severs us from you — 

We’re sorry if you don’t get in, 

And you are if you do. 

M. A. M. 

P LEASE remove your hats and 
give those seated behind you a 
better view of the stage. This 
is not compulsory but will greatly oblige 

THE MANAGEMENT. 

AT THE FRAT DANCE 

£)ICKERMAN: “Say, Ed, how do I look in a dress-suit?” 
Pierce: “Fine! Why don’t you get one?” 


WHAT DO YOU EXPECT TO DO NEXT YEAR? 

The Class wants to go to some college where there is no studying 
and where entrance is by diploma. 

WHAT DO YOU THINK OF THE FACULTY? 

The shortage of felt for new hats has compelled us to curtail our 
remarks. 


jyjANSFIELD : (In English) “I is — ” 

Miss Stone: “I am. Not, I is.” 

Bill: “I am the ninth letter in the alphabet.” 


J^OSA: “The other night I had the most life-like dream I’ve 
ever had. I was dreaming my watch was being stolen when 
I awoke with a start and felt for it.” 

Klein: “Was it gone?” 

Delicate Rosa: “No, going.” 
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“Where do we go from here” The Class 

“Hail, hail, the gang’s all here” Big Six 

“And we all had a finger in the pie” Kappa Phi Delta 

1 m the guy” H. Dickerman 

“Off with the old love, on with the new” D. Birtwell 

“Huckleberry Finn” A. Staples 

“I’m going to follow the boys” N. Cady 

“The drummer boy” H. Dudley 

“Dying poet” E. Pierce 

“If I’m going to die, I’m going to have some fun” . . . S. Nelson 

“Take me to a cabaret” C. Francis 

“Rabbit Hash” F. Murdock 

“Long boy” J. Cleary 

“I don’t think I need a job that bad” G. Horton 

“Leave it to Jane” J. Briggs 

“Pretty baby” M. Baker 

“I’m wise” M. Klein 

“They go wild, simply wild, over me” G. Perra 

“When he’s all dolled up” L. Golf 

“Smile, smile, smile” L. Pratt 

“They didn’t believe me” B. Oxnard 

“Nobody loves a fat man” M. Rosa 

“To any girl” F. Hallahan 

“Have a heart” . M. Atwood 

“I want to be a soldier boy” H. Stanley 


“The high cost of loving, not the high cost of living” . . B. Dean 



J. Briggs: “Why doesn’t Dean borrow your wrist watch any 
more?” 

D. Knox: “He’s a cadet now and keeps time with his feet.” 

M ISS Stone: “Construct a sentence with “dogma" as subject.” 
R. Howe: “The dogma has three pups.” 


L/EONARD: “Whataya gonna do tonite?” 
Nelson: “I dunno; whadaya gonna do?” 
Orm: “I dunno.” 

Sam: “Who else will play?” 


pERRA: “S3 for tickets, $5 for feed, S2 for flowers, SI. 97 for 
taxi, lessee, that makes S13.99.” 

Burke: “Mental arithmetic, George?” 

George: “Naw, sentimental arithmetic.” 


A.ND again we hear this: 

Mr. F. A. “Leave the books in the box with Mr. Hathaway.” 


Briggs: “Do you make a living writing?” 
E. Culver: “Yes, writing father.” 


What? Indeed! Has the 
naughty boy been fishing 
again? 


D. Haskins: “The Gazette recently said that “Ev” Burke was 
arrested for having a doughnut from the T. H. S. Lunch 
Room in his pocket.” 

R. Bassett: “Was he trying to steal it?” 

Doris: “No! They pinched him for carrying concealed weapons.” 


TAUNTON HIGH SCHOOL. 

Attendance Blank. 

Please admit S. Robertson 

to your classes. 

His Absence is Not excused. 

F. U. W. 

3/26 
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]y[ANSFIELD: “A good name is more to be desired than great 
riches.” 

O’Sullivan: Quite so, but great riches will keep a fellow out of 
jail more successfully. 



J)UDLEY: "So you’ve lived in Taunton all your life, Bill? 
Doherty: "Not yet.” 


jyjcCARTHY: Say, White, I’ve written a corking story on “An 
Old Gray Wall in France.” It’s just the thing for the 
Journal. 

White: Great! I expect to go to France some day, and I’ll look 
on all the old walls for it. 


AT THE OFFICE 

Office Boy for the Journal: "I tell you Pierce is not in. I’ve just 
looked.” 

The one advertiser: "That is too bad. I wanted to pay him some 
money.” 

O. B: "Wait a minute, T’ll look again. 


A Man’s Voice (in the telephone) : Hello! Is that you, darling? 
A Woman’s Voice (Ditto) : "Yes; who is it? 

THE OCEAN’S LEG 

They say a bay’s the ocean’s arm, 

It’s strange because you know 
One day I stepped into the waves 
And felt an undertow. 

Ex. 


AT CADETS 


K.APLAN: "I hear we’re to wear our pistols in our belts.” 
Burke: Just my luck. I wear suspenders.” 


M. Nichols: I saved ten dollars to-day. 
G. McMinn: "Buying what?” 


SeEKELL: “What’s your average income?” 
O’Sullivan: “O about 2 A. M.” 


ISN’T IT SO? 

“The worst part about it is that we are here to-day and to-morrow 
we are still here.” Life. 


Q.IJIDE: “Why didn’t you stop shooting at me when you heard 
me shout I wasn’t a deer?” 

Murdock: "How did I know but you were lying?” 


A. Davis: "Murdock should have got an honor. 
H. Cushman: "How’s that?” 

Alicia: "Well, he’s a pretty good marksman.” 


Miss Stone: "Explain hillock." 
Dickerman: "A young hill.” 


Miss s-e 

Joe Casella: 


“Give a sentence using the word fireworks .” 
'Fire works to keep us warm.” 


SHEPPARD: "Say, Sam, have you read "Freckles?” 
Nelson: "Sure, packs of ’em but you needn’t rub it in.” 
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AT THE TRANSFER AFTER THE DRILL 

Rogers: “what is this, g us ?” 

Waiter: “War bread, sir?” 

Red. Hang it! Its much too old for active service.” 


M ISS Stone: “If Jonson’s learned socle be on,” Now what 
kind of play were they going to see?” 

Dickerman: “O maybe a closet drama!” 

(And there upon the wise men waxed sorely distressed) 


ABSENT MINDED 

The other Saturday night our scholarly Mr. F— ns— th scratched 
his head while standing in the bathtub and asked, “Now what did I get 
in here for?” 


IN. Cady: “The Lord knows how those three fellows made a 
success of the Red Triangle Dance?” 

D. Birtwell: “I wondered why they looked so worried ” 

. If 1 


EXTERMINATION ' 

•N. Briggs quoting Evangeline : “Naught but tradition remains 
of the beautiful village of Braintree.” 


MR. H y: “You have fine hair.” 

Mr. W r: “Yes, I suppose I have but I wonder how much 

longer I’ll keep it.” 

Mr. H — y: A little bit I should say with hair-cuts at thirty-five 
cents. 


NELSON: “How would you do theorem 112, Page 4?” 
Mr. b. A: “I wouldn’t do it. How did you?” 

Sam: “Same way!” 


MISS Grant: “Although once very famous the Greeks are not 
even educated now.” 

A. Davis: “I dunno! They always shine when they get over here.” 


piERCE: “Hurrah! Five dollars for ray latest poem “Love 
Dreams!” 

Murdock: “Congratulations, Eddy, old boy! What magazine 
bought it?” 

Pierce: “No magazine. The post office lost it.” 


PIPE THIS! 


S. Nelson I 

You will report Tuesday morning at 
the usual time. F. U. W. 


I wouldn’t take a 
vacation for anything. 
Certainly not!. 


L. Goff: I’ve the mumps and it pains me to laugh or smile.” 
Robertson: “That’s tough; I only came here to tell you some 
jokes.” 

Les: “Oh, go ahead.” 


OVERHEARD AT THE DRILL 

He: “I believe I’ve danced with you before, haven’t I?” 
She: “If you have, why don’t you now?” 


NO honest Journal would be complete without a “S ” 

Walker joke. 

Mr. F. A: “What is density?” 

Kandarian: I can’t define it but I can give an illustration.” 

Mr. F. A: “The illustration is good. Next?” 

I 

R. Dean: How is it that you never catch cold?” 

M. Baker: “I’m always wrapped up in my work.” 
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WINNING THE WAR BY THRIFT! 


MR F h: “Did you throw that chalk?” 
Berkover: “No, sir, it was a self-starter. 


WlLLRY : “Gee, these shoes have given me corns.” 
Vinecomb: “Practising a little conservation, I take it.’ 


We think that nobody in town was quite so glad to see the 
arrival of ‘Taunton’s Own’ as the Cadets. 


When Janet Briggs was in New York the other week end she wired 
Natalie to send on her sport coat and received this: 

Dear J. 

I am sending by parcel post the coat you wanted. The buttons 
were so heavy I cut them off to save postage. 

Your loving sister, 

P.’ S. Nat. 

You will find the buttons in the left hand pocket of the coat. 


J^)L DLEY: “I don’t see any reason for saying the cadet uniforms 
are elaborate.” 

Stanley: “It’s because we’re dressed to kill.” 


IT’S A FACT! 


N. 


^jpHE minister meeting Pcrra the other Sunday night, hurrying 
along but not toward the church, stopped and said: 

“Good evening, George, Why don’t you attend a place of worship?” 
“Oh, but I do, Sir. I am on my way to see her now.” 


piERCE: I was playing at Brockton one night with the Scarem 
Orchestra when the Major offered to fill our instruments with 
half-dollars and there I stood with a piccolo!” 


CITY POLITICS? 

The 1911 Journal stated that the much needed athletic field had 
been shipped to the school. Our guess is that not enough postage has 
been paid the right parties. 


J”. Driscoll: “I think the American flag looks like this striped 
stick candy.” 

M. Morton: “Maybe it does but it makes every one sick who has 
tried to lick it.” 


FOOT PRINTS FROM THE HOPEWELL TRAIL 

Oxnard: “Sox, did yer hear about Alaska?” 

F. Lyons: “Lots. Are you goin’ there?” 

Deacon: “I dunno. I’m told that day-light lasts twenty-four 
hours at a stretch. Now if that’s so and I could get a job as night 
watchman, I might work.” 


THINGS WE HOPE NEVER TO HEAR! 

You have flunked the course. 

Linger at 2 :30. 

Here is your deficiency. 

You are fired. 

That broken window will cost a dollar. 

Your class dues are over due. 

We’ll take a little longer lesson — 8 pages in advance. 

You will need to take the mid-year’s over. 

You are down in Math, so you cannot play in Saturday’s game. 
You missed by one point getting out of the finals. 

THINGS WE HOPE TO HEAR! 

You passed the exam. 

Here’s that dollar I owed you. 

You’ve won an honor. 

You’ve made the team. 

I can’t go to the show. Do you want my two seats in “G?” 
Leonard’s has dropped its prices. 

You got “A” in English. 

Here’s five dollars. Have a good time. 

The condition of the building will necessitate a two week’s vacation. 
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To the undergraduates and alumni, in ap- 
preciation of their assistance, the staff extend 
their heartiest thanks. They are especially 
indebted to 

Miss Stone 
Miss Clarissa Buffum 
The Choicener Studio 
C. A. Hack & Son, Inc. 


Can \ bu 
Swim? 



SUMMER SWIMS 


WINTER GYMS 


Y. M. C. A. 



TUFTS COLLEGE MEDICAL AND DENTAL SCHOOLS 

The Tufts College Medical and Dental Schools are co-educational and provide 
women with an opportunity for entering vocations of great possibilities. 


The requirement for entering the 
Medical School is that the can- 
didate shall have a diploma from an 
accredited high school and two years of 
medical preparatory work covering 
Chemistry, Biology, Physics, English 
and cither French or German. 


Tufts College Dental School admits 
graduates of accredited high schools on 
presentation of their diploma and trans- 
cript of record covering fifteen units. 
Many successful women practitioners 
are among its graduates. 


The Tufts College Medical and Dental Schools already have several hundred 
graduates holding commissions either in the Army or Navy. 

For further information, apply to 
Frank E. Haskins, M. D. Secretary, 

416 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Mass. 


GREENE-BRIGGS NOVELTY ORCHESTRA 

MUSIC FOR ALL OCCASIONS 

Featuring Banjos, Trombones, Xylophones, Saxaphones and Cornets 


FREDERICK H. GREENE 
Trombone and Saxaphone Soloist 


JOHN H. CROTTY 
Manager 


MYRON T. BRIGGS 
Xylophone Soloist 
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EDWARD I. FANNON 

REAL ESTATE 

INSURANCE MORTGAGES 

Auctioneer Notary Public 

5 MAIN STREET 

Phone 1370 


Compliments of 

WILLIAM S. WOODS 
Attorney at Law 


TRAINING SCHOOL FOR 
DENTAL HYGIENISTS AT THE 
FORSYTH DENTAL INFIRMARY 
FOR CHILDREN 

Regular Course 

12 months, Fee $100 

Special Course to Graduate Nurses, 

6 months, Fee $50 

Next Term Begins Oct. 1, 1918. 

Further Information And 
Prospectus furnished by 

Harold Dew. Cross, Director 

140 The Fenway, Boston, Mass. 




THE BEST PICTURE FRAMING 


is done at 

C. WOOD & SON’S 65 Main St. 


And the prices 

are reasonable. 

Compliments of 

PARK CAFE AND LUNCH 


For Ladies and Gentlemen 

BERKOVER’S 

Open Day and Night 


Telephone 937-W 
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Household Ranges 


BUCKLEY’S STUDIO 
Sittings Rain or Shine 

Day or Night 

Hours 9 A.M. to 11 P. M. 

33 Weir St. 

BOSTOCK and INMAN 

Electric Company 

CHURCH COAL COMPANY 

Established 1864 

Best grades Anthracite Coal 

LOUIS P. SOUCY 

Custom Tailoring 

TIToolens 
|l| orkmanship 

Mrs. L. M. Lothrop 

DEALER IN PIANOS 

Piano Tuning, H. B. Wentworth 

Me deliver both 

414 Bay St. Taunton, Mass. 

95 Main St. Taunton, Mass. 




GRADUATION GIFTS 

Reduce the “eat” 

Wrist Watches — La Vallieres 

In wh(eat) and m(eat) 

Diamonds 

And toot the tute 

Stone Rings — Signet Rings 

In sul sti(tute). 

S. G. BEERS 


Louis G. Beers, Successor 


YOUR BUSINESS OR YOUR LIFE 

Will be full of worries which could be avoided by the use of Insurance. 

“BETTER BE INSURED THAN SORRY” 

HAMMOND , MORSE & COMPANY 
(Willard W. Morse.) 

Insurance of every description and surety bonds 
Bristol County Trust Company Building 


COMFORT AND HEALTH 

Depend on the 

Plumbing fixtures in Your Home 
Visit our up-to-date Show Room 
of 

Modern Sanitary Plumbing Fixtures 

I. F. WHITMARSH CO. 

64 Weir St. Taunton 


Compliments of 

Compliments of 

NELSON RIVET WORKS 

CRYSTAL CREAMERY 

Compliments of 

BRISTOL ELECTRIC CO., 
Inc. 

(Successors to B. T. Mowry, Inc.) 

M. STENDER 

Boot and Shoe Repairer 

Hand sewed work and Machine work 

All Work Guaranteed to Wear 

83 Weir Street Taunton, Mass. 

Compliments of 

G. D. U. V. 

GEORGE B. HAYES 

73 

Cimpliments of 

A FRIEND 

DR. M. J. MITCHELL 

Dentist 

56 City Square Telephone 

Taunton, Mass. 555 


Compliments of 


WE make laboratory benches for 
secondary schools like those at the 
New High School 

TAUNTON PLANING MILL 


C. V. SANDERS GEORGE H. ROBINSON F. G. BOGGS 

President and Treasurer Vice President and Secretary Assistant Treasurer 

Sanders lumber company < Oakland Mills 

WHOLESALE YARDS, Weir Junction, Dean Street Station 
RETAIL YARD AND MAIN OFFICE, 68 Weir Street 
BILL CARS WEIR BRANCH, Freight Rate Same as Tauntcn 


A LIVE WIRE— COFFIN, 
The Druggist 

Agents for Foss’s Quality and Premier 
Chocolates 


CHAS. W. HAMMETT, D. D. L. 

Taunton, Mass. 


39 City Square 


130 




131 




T. H. S. Class Photographer 

For the past 20 years 

Our Motto — The Best Work and Courteous Treatment to All. 

JOHN D. MACKENZIE 

Painting, Paper Hanging, White Washing Etc. 

70 Winthrop St. 


THE FLOWER SHOP 

Mrs. Edith M. Woodward 

64 Main Street 


Compliments 


Compliments of the 

MECHANICS CO-OPERATIVE BANK 


Compliments of 

FRANK H. IIORTON 

Dealer in Groceries 

Rchoboth,' Mass. 

Compliments 
of the 

TRANSFER RESTAURANT 

Plants, Cut Flowers 

HALL THE FLORIST 

4 Main St. Tel. 1422 

Compliments of 

J. REIZNER 

Tailor and Clothier 

22 Cohannet St. Taunton 

Compliments of 

D. WIENERT 

North End Clothier 422 Bay St. 

Compliments of 

BOUTIN, the Photographer 

Compliments of 

B. SANDLER 

HALL AND IIAGERTY 

Attorneys at Law 

Crocker Building 

n afety 

V aving AT 

\ervice 
kJatisfaction 

L. GOLDSTEIN 

Family Clothier Home Furnisher 

Whittenton 3 Corners 


MOUNT HOPE FINISHING COMPANY 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


Compliments of 

Largest Monumental Warerooms 111 

New England 

LOUIS SWIG and 

JOHN R. RICHARDS 

FRANK E. KNOWLES 

225-227 Broadway 

Attorneys and Counselors at Law 

Taunton, Mass. 


J. Montgomery, Mgr. Tel. 1915 


Compliments of 

F. L. TINKHAM 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


PRESSON, THE BARBER 

Morris’s Stand 

Over Cobb, Bates and Ycrxa 

HERBERT E. PIERCE 
Registered 

Optometrist and Optician 

59 Main St. Tel. 1009 M 

Compliments 

Compliments of 

of 



NEW PROCESS 

WEIR STOVE CO. 

TWIST DRILL COMPANY 


GRADUATION TOGS 

Blue Serge Suits — 

The kind that have the snap that young fellows want. All wool 
and fast color, $18.50 and $22.50. 

White Flannel Trousers— $6 . 00 and $6.75. 

Shirts, Ties, Shoes, Hats — all ready for your .selection 

COLBY’S 

Incorporated 

Taunton’s Smart Mens Wear Store 


Compliments of 


Compliments of 


GUILLO’S DRUG STORE 


ROBERTSON MOTOR CAR CO. 


. 


TAXIS 

after the Drill at 
COWARD’S ARMORY GARAGE 
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Compliments of 

SHORT’S GARAGE 

Buy goods at lowest prices at 
C. H. LINCOLN’S 

151 Bay St. 

Q; Typewriters 

IT sold, rented, re- 
paired. Posi- 

BM tions obtained 

for stenograph - 

IBPll sllppa Everything for 

the Office. 

JAMES E. LEWIS, Office Out- 
fitter. 

24 Main St. Taunton, Mass. 

Our Motto- 1 1 Exclusiveness’ ’ 

FRANKLIN’S 
Women’s Apparel Shop 

A Varied and Fine 
collection of 

GRADUATION DRESSES 
All Substantially Priced 

No Two Alike 

MODEL SHOE STORE 

SAVE YOUR FEET 

13 Taunton Green 

Let us fit your shoes and 

Headquarters for 

avoid foot-troubles. No short 

Graduation Shoes 

shoes fitted here. 

at Popular Prices 

D. H. MASON & Son 

See Us First 

F. P. Mason 1900 


Compliments of 

EVERETT S. WHITE 
Attorney at Law 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE 
COMPANY 

T. H. ARDEN, Superintendent 

Crocker Building Taunton, Mass. 

Rooms 19-20-21-22-23-24 

Has the largest amount of Insurance in force of any 
company in the United States 


Attentive service and 
attractive stocks at your 
disposal 



136 


137 



